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How to transliterate from Ukrainian to English

Letter
A A
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Explanation

H in most cases,
gh in cases of "ar’

Ye at the beginning of a word
ie in other positions

Yi at the beginning of a word
i in other positions
Y at the beginning of a word
i in other positions

Yu at the beginning of a word
iu in other positions
Ya at the beginning of a word
ia in other positions

see examples

Example
AnywTa — Alushta
Bopuwarieka — Borschahivka
8uwropog — Vyshhorod
Mapay — Hadiach
3ropanu — Zghorany
lfanaraH — Gaiagan
fom — Oon
PisHe — Rivne
CHakieae — Yenakiieve
HaeHko — Naienko
Xutomup — Zhytomyr
3akapnatta — Zakarpattia
MegenH — Medvyn
IpwaBa — irshava
Ixakeany — Ylzhakevych
KagiiBka — Kadiivka
MocunisHa — Yosypivka
Ctpwuii — Stryi
Kunis — Kyiv
NebeanH — lebedyn
Mukonais — Mykoiaiv
Hi>kuH — Nizhyn
Opeca — Odesa
MontaBa — Poltava
PomHn —Romny
Cymun — Sumy
TeTtepis — Teteriv
Yxropog — Uzhhorod
®dactis — Fastiv
XapkiB — Kharkiv
oina LlepkBa — 8ila Tserkva
YepHiBui — Chernivtst
Loctxa — Shostka
lfowa — Hoscha
tOpiii — Yurii
Kptokiaka — Krlukivka
AroTuH — Yahotyn
lyHs — Ichnia
Pycb— flus'
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1. Mnay ApocnasHu

eH i3 MypiB NoHag nyku
FApocnaBHK ronoc vyTu:

"OM4, BiTpe, Miii Tn BiTpUne!
YoMy, rocnoguHe muani,

Tw Tak CUMbHO 3 NiBAHA Biew?
Yomy MeueLl XiHCbKI CTpinu

Ha CBOIX NnereHbKnX KpuabLsax

| Ha BOIB HaLUMX ciew?

Mano To6i XxMap-npocTopis,

Un KopabniB B CUHIM MOpi?
YoMy X NpUKpicTb MeHi BAisB?"

"eH i3 MypiB NoHag nyku
fApocnaBHK ronoc vyTu:

"O [Hinpe! CnaByTo cnaHMiA!
Kpi3b noporu waax npoknas Tu -
Yepes 3em/110 NOraHuHa.

Tw X He pa3 roiiaae Ha xBuni
CssTOC/IaBa YOBHW CMifi

Ha Ko6’sKa, nonoByYMHa.
MpnHecwn, 0 rocnofuHe,

Moro naga, xail npunuHe,

LLLo6 He cnana cni3 Ha mope."-

Apocnasa Tak pugae y Mytmsni ...
MprmoBAsE, CTOAUM Ha 3a60poni:

"CBiTnee i TpUCBITNEE
COHEYKO Halle KpacHee
YoMy Kunpaew TU HUHI
MpomeHi cBOT nekyuyi?

B cnpasi, y cteny xaryuiwm,
Moe nafo-BOTH ruHe!™

ABTOp HeBigomuin (XI1-ro cT.)



* 11 *
1. The Lament of Yaroslavna

Yaroslavna weeps
On the ramparts of Putivl, lamenting:

"O Wind! O my dear wind,

Why dost thou, Sire,

So adversely blow from the South?

Why dost you carry hostile arrows

On thy steady wings

At the warriors of my beloved?

Aurt thou not content enough to chase the clouds,
And rock the vessels on the blue sea?

Why do you destine sorrow to me?"

From the ramparts above the meadows
Yaroslavna’s voice is heard:

"O Dnipro, Slavuta’s son,

Thou hast cut your way through high rocks -

Through the heart of Polovtsian land.

Upon thee, thou hast borne many times

The fearless barks of Sviatoslav

Down the Kobiak’s encampment.

Bring back, O Lord,

My dearest prince, let him come

So that | won’t have to send him my tears down to the sea."

Yaroslavna weeps in Putivl, in such distress
Standing on the ramparts, lamenting:

"O bright, thrice bright,

Our dearest splendid Sun,

Why do thou cast today

Your scorching rays?

On the waterless lands, on the burning steppe
Where the warriors of my beloved are dying?"

Author unknown (XlIth Century)

Translated by Hélene Turkewicz-Sanko



2. YoM T He NpuWiALLIOB

Yom Tu He NpUIALLIOB,
AK Micaub 3iAWoB?
1 Tebe yekana.

Un KOHs He MaB?

YUn CTeXKn He 3HaB?
Martu He nyckana?

| KOH# A MaB,

| cTeXKY 5 3HaB

| MaTn nyckana.
HaiimeHLwa cecTpa,
Bogaii He 3pocna,
Cigenblie cxoBana.

A cTapla cecTpa
Cigenblie 3Haiiwna
KoHs ocignana.
"Moigs, 6paTuky,
[0 AIBYNHOHBKY,
LLlo Te6e uekana.”

"Teye piyeHbKa
HesenuyeHbka,
Cxouy - nepeckouy.
Biggaiite MeHe,
Mosi MaTiHKo,

3a Koro s xouy."

donbKnopHa nicHsa
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2. Why Didn’t You Come?

Why didn’t you come,
When the moon was high?

| was waiting for you.

Did not you have a horse?
Did not you know the way?
Was your Mother against it?

I did have a horse.

I did know the way
And Mother let me go.
My youngest sister,
May she never grow up,
Had hidden my saddle.

But my oldest sister
Found the saddle

And saddled the horse
-"Go, my dear brother,
To your beloved

Who is waiting for you."

A little river flows
A very small river,

I will jump over it.
Marry me away,
My dearest Mother,
To the one | love."

Folksong

Translated by Hélene Turkewicz-Sanko
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3. 3eneHeHbKMiA BapBiHOUKY

3eneHeHbKUiA BapBiHOUKY
CTenmcs HU3eHbKO,

A TV, MUK, YOPHOGPYBWIA
MpucyHbes 613eHbKO.

Twn Ml MUIKIA, He cepaunchb
Ta Hap, Bedip NoBepHUCH,
Tw mMeHe He 06xoan

Ta cminiwe nigingu.

3eneHeHbKN BapBiHOUKY
Crenuncs LLe HKue,

A TV, MUAIA, YOpHOOPUBHIA,
MpucyHbea we 6amkye!

Mapycs Yypaii (1625-1653)

4. Mapycs Yypaii

Lis piBumHa He npocTto Tak, Mapycs.

Lle - ronoc Haw. Lle - micHa. Le - gywa.
Konu B noxig Buxoguna 6atasa, -

1T nicHAMK Nnakana MonTasa.

LLlo Ham 6yno noTpi6HO Ha BilHI?
LLla6ni, 3HameHa i i nicHi.

Nina KocteHko (1930- )
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3. Dear Green Periwinkle

Dear Green Periwinkle

Spread yourself very low

And you, my darling dark-browed beloved,
Come closer to me.

O my darling don’t be angry
And come back at sundown,
Do not avoid me

Come more daringly.

Dear Green Periwinkle

Spread yourself even lower than before
And you, my darling dark-browed beloved,
Come even closer to me.

Marusia Churai (1625-1652)

Translated by Hélene Turkewicz-Sanko

4. Marusia Churai

This maiden was not an ordinary Mary.

She was our voice. She was our song. She was our soul.
When the army was going to war, -

The whole Poltava was crying in her songs.

What did we need to go to battle?

Sabres, flags and her songs.

Lina Kostenko (1930- )
Translated by Héléne Turkewicz-Sanko
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5. O poskoLuHas BeHepa...

O po3skoLHas BeHepa, rae HUHI 06ayew?

Twn cepgeyHnii KynigoHe, yato rnac Mol uyeLl.
MpuiAgiTe KO MHi BCi YCKOPI, YTilUTE CMYTHEHbKY,
Po3BeceniTb Cito Tyry y MoiM CepAeHbKy.

TyXy 3iM10 i B3guxato, ax MHI, YMUpato,

Koraa Munoro He BMXy, XmBa 6UTb He Yato.

Hictb 60 i B BepTorpagi TakoBoro uBiTa,
KpacoToto, fo6poToto cpef camoro nita.

AKo apyr Mol npento6be3HuiA, B HEM XXe CBOH AyLUy

Monarato i 3a Hero, ax, yMepTu MyLuy.

CeppeyHus Most MUCAi, NPETBOPITECH B CNIOBO
| cKaxiTe MUIEHbKOMY CepLe TV roToBo.

[0TOBO €CTb BCerga cepue T, MUAWIA NPUHATA,

Tw 60 ecn MOsi pafoCTb, O CEM i3BOJb 3HATW.

He 3Hana 6u-m, Moii N06GE3HIALLNIA, COKOMOM ACHEHbKUM,
Ini nave BO yAoNiX LBITOYKOM KPaCHEHbKMM.

Ho KpacHiiile naye LBiTa ECTb TBOSA MPMPOAA,

Becb 60 ecu npei3pageH i YecHOro poaa.

Bo3pacTom cBOiM NpeAnBHUM 3paK yBecenseLl,
CnoBoM CragkuMm i YKNOHOM cebe noymTaetLl.
3puLL NpeYyAHO OYeHbKamK, aX CepeHbKO MAieE,

[Oywa roputb, cepue 6011Tb, KpacHas nenis.

[Mpuiigy Ko MHi 0 MONHOYI, ABepi TM OTBEPCTH,

[Ja py4yeHbKy nobusato i 3naTne nepctu.
YTiwWw, noTiw, He Aaxab 60/bLie cepAeHbKY TOLHITH,
Mwumo Tebe a3 He XoLy iHaro imitu.

ABTOp Hegigomuii (KiHeups XVII cToniTTAa)
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5. O Voluptuous Venus...

0 voluptuous Venus, where do you aim today?
You, dear Cupid, please hear my voice.
Come to me all quickly, console this poor soul,
Make happy this yearning in my heart.
1long for and | sigh, O poor me, | want to die,
When | do not see my love, | do not wish to live.
Because even in the the town of Vertograd, there is not a bloom,
That compares to such beauty and goodness in the middle of summer.
To my dear one | have given my soul,
I am longing after him, O and | must die.
May | found words for my dearest thoughts,
And tell my beloved that my heart is ready.
| am ready to receive you, my love,
Because you are my joy, | want you to know.
| would not know if my darling is a brilliant eagle,
Or in the valley, a beautiful flower.
More beautiful is the flower because it is its nature,
But you are even more so because of your noble extraction.
With your stunning being you rejoice the eye,
With your sweet words and your sting you will make your mark.
Look sincerely with your dark eyes until the heart is dying,
The soul, on fire, and the heart aches, O beautiful lily.
Come to me at midnight, | will open the door,
I will take your hand in mine and put a golden ring on your finger.
Then make me happy, don’t let your heart be sick any more,
| don’t want to have anyone but you.

Author unknown (End of XVTlth Century)

Translated by Héléne Turkewicz-Sanko
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6. Ol y BULLHEBOMY Cafj0HKY

Oli y BULLUHEBOMY Cafj0uKY,

Tam conoseliko LiebeTaB,

BiTb-BiTb-BiTb,
TbOX-TbOX-TbOX,

A-9-5, 0X-0X-0X,

TaMm ConoBeiKo Lie6eTas.

Oli y 3efleHOMyY CafiouKy

Kosak giBunHy yBiwas

BiTb-BiTb-BIiTb,
TbOX-TbOX-TbOX,

A-51-51, 0X-0X-0X,

Ko3sak giBunHy ygilas.

"Oli T, BIBYNHO YOPHOOPOBA,

A un nigew T 3a MeHe?

BiTb-BiTb-BiTb,
TbOX-TbOX-TbOX,

A-1-4, 0X-0X-0X,

A um nigew T 3a MeHe?"

"Mos maTtycsa Tebe 3Ha€;

TW TOR KO3aK, L0 BCe TynseE.

BiTb-BiTb-BiTb,
TbOX-TbOX-TbOX,

A-A-5, 0X-0X-0X,

Tw TOR KO3aK, L0 BCe rynse.

A A MaTyci He 319Kat0Cb,

AKL0 3 TO6OK NOKOXaroCh.

BiTb-BiTb-BiTb,
TbOX-TbOX-TbOX,

A-9-51, 0X-0X-0X,

AKLLO 3 TO6OK NOKOXatoCh."

donbKopHa nicHA
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6. O, in the Sour Cherry Tree Orchard...

O, in the sour cherry tree orchard,
A nightingale was cheerfully singing,
Vit™-vit’-vit’,
t’okh-t’okh-t’okh,
A-ia-ia, okh-okh-okh,
There, a nightingale was cheerfully singing.

O, in the green orchard,
A kozak was exhorting a maiden
Vit’-vit’-vit’,

t’okh-t’okh-t’okh,
A-ia-ia, okh-okh-okh
A kozak was exhorting a maiden.

"0, you black-browed maiden,

Will you marry me?

Vit’-vit’-vit’,
t’okh-t’okh-t’okh,

A-ia-ia, okh-okh-okh,

Are you going to marry me?"

“My mother knows you very well;
You are the kozak who loves to have fun.
Vit’-vit’-vit’,
t’okh-t’okh-t’okh,
A-ia-ia, okh-okh-okh,
You are the kozak who loves to have fun."

"But | do not fear my mother,
If 1 am spending time with you.
Vit’-vit-vit’,

t’okh-t’okh-t’okh,
A-ia-ia, okh-okh-okh,
If I am spending time with you."

Folksong

Translated by Hélene Turkewicz-Sanko
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7. Misepis Ha ceMm CBITi...

Mi3sepis Ha cem CBiTi, ax, MeHi 6igHomy,
LLlo He mato NpusTens, ax, y CBOEM [0OMY.
He Mato i3 Kum noxapTosati,
3a 6iny pyyky HiKOro B3aTu.
He 3Halo, L0 YNHUTY Mato.

Oii noligy X 5 B TEMHIi ficK, B TyCTYH MyLly,
3aMKHY f €51y Lenito, HIKOro He MyLuy.

Xiba 61 fgiBunMHa 40 MeHe Npuiilina

| B TEMHOW nyLyi 61 MeHe 3HalLwNa.

Ta aby NPoCTEHbKO A0 MeHe npuiilunal

3axumBanem BCAKOW BTiXMW i BCAKON pagocTu,

Bo # €i BipHe Nt06/110, Ta He UYMHIO 3/10CTU.
Kobu-m Tak bora nobun cepgeyHe,
To 6u-m fo Heba CTynun 6e3neyHe,
AX, CO CBATUMM BU-M XM KOHEUHE.

Oi4 Ha Bogi ABa nebefi 3MMHy BOAy NAK;
Bogaii TiT noBMMpany, Wo Hac po3nyymnu!
Birme He Bnexy, aHi ycumpky!
Konu fiBunHM YacTo He BUAXY,
Toro cBiTa 6in10ro HeHaBUAKY.

Ol TV X, MOSl AiBYMHOHBLKO, XMBLEM MeHe ryouLu,
O BUAXKY A MO TBOIX 04ax, L0 T IHLIOro NH06ULL.
A Wo X A Tenep, GiAHEHbKNIA, NOYHY?
Xi6a KoxaTu iHLUYIO 3a4Hy,
A TaKyto NOKVHY i NPOKNEHY?

Ol4 TV X MOos AiBYMHOHBKO, Nto6iMocs cobi,

Bo sk M1 cs He Byfem nobutK, 306a4mmMcs B rpobi.
Habepemcs TaM BEAMKOTO Xasto,
Byge T06i xanb, ax, He nomany,
LLlo-cmo ca nobunu eLe 3many.

ABTOp HeBigomuii (I-wa nonosuHa XVIII cToniTrs)
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7. Misery Is in This World...

Misery is in this world, O to me poor soul,
That I have no friend in my home

No one with whom to joke

No one’s white hand to take.

I do not know what | should do.

0, I will go into the dark forest, in the heavy thicket,

I will lock myself into a cell, and let no one in.
Unless there is a young maiden who would come to me
And would find me in the dark pathless forest
And come straight to me.

We would enjoy all kinds of pleasures and joys,
Because | love her faithfully and I make no harm.
If I were to love God so sincerely
I would surely go straight to heaven,
And | would definitely live with the Saints.

On the river two swans drank icy waters;

May the people who stood between us, die!
Dear God, | will not be able to sit or sleep!
If I do not see my love often,
I will hate this whole world.

0 my darling beauty, you are losing me alive,

0 [ see in your eyes that you love another one now.
What am | to do? Start anew?
Should I love someone else,
And leave this one and curse her?

0 my beloved, let’s love each other,
Because if we don’t, we will meet in death.
We will gather great grief,
And yours will not be less
Because we have loved each other since our infant years.

Author unknown (XVIlIth Century)

Translated by Héléne Turkewicz-Sanko
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9. xaB Ko3aK 3a [yHail...

XaB Ko3ak 3a [yHaii
Ckasas: "[liB4MHO NpoLLail,
TW, KOHMKY BOPOHEHLKUIA,
Hecu ga rynan."
"MocrTilA, nocTiiA, Ko3aue,
TBOA fiBYMHA Nnade;
3 KUM TV NOKUZAELL
Tinbkn nogymai!™
"BinnMX py4oK He namail,
FACHUX 0Yein He cTupaii
MeHe 3 BillH/ 30 CNaBoto.
K co6i goxungaid."
"He xouy A Hiyoro,
Tinbku Tebe ofHoro,
Tw 6yab 340POB, Mili MUNEHBKWA,
A Bce nponagaii!"
CBUCHYB KO3aK Ha KOHS:
"3ocTaBaiics, monoga!
A npuigy, K He 3ruHY,
Yepes Tpu rogal
Tebe X muna He 3abyay,
[MoKwu »uB Ha CBITI byay.
Konu ympy Ha BiiiHi-
Monnay 060 MHi!"

CemeH Knnmoscbkuii (? -1730)
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9. The Cossack Was Heading for the River

The Cossack heading for the River
Said: "My darling, farewell.
You, raven black horse,
Carry me light-heartedly.”
"Wait, wait Cossack,
Your beloved is crying;
Think a moment;
With whom do you leave her?"
"Don’t twist your white hands,
Don’t wipe your clear eyes.
Wait for my return
From the war, covered with glory!"
"l do not want anything,
I only want you.
Stay in good health, my beloved,
That is the only thing for which I care!"
The Cossack whistled for his horse,
"Good-bye, my fair woman!
If 1 do not perish, | will come back,
Within three full years!
I will not forget you, my love
As long as | am in this world.
If | were to die at war,
Cry a little for me!"

Semen Klymovs’kyi (? -1730)
Translated by Héléne Turkewicz-Sanko
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10. CoHuge HM3eHbKO

COHLE HU3eHbKO
Beuip 6113eHbKO,
Cniwy pgo Tebe,
Neuy po Tebe,
Moe cepaeHbko!

Tw obiwanacb

MeHe BiK no6uTH,
Hi 3 KuM He 3HaTbLCA,
| BCiX UypaTbCH.

A [ONA MeHe XUTu.

CepfieHbKO MOE,
Konucb mn 060€
Jltobrnuck BipHO,
YecHo, NpumipHO
| XXunu B MoKoi.

O K s npuiigy,
Tebe He 3acTaHy,
3ropHy § py4eHbKy,
3ropHy s Ginii

Ta 1 He XWB CTaHy ...

IBaH KoTnsipescbkuii (1769-1838)
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10. Sunlight Is Failing

Sunlight is failing,

The evening is near,

| hurry to you,

I hurry, | feel I have wings,
0 my dearest heart!

You promised once

To love me all your life
To know no one else
And avoid everyone
And live only for me.

My dearest heart

Long ago, the two of us,
Loved each other sincerely,
Honestly, peacefully,

Like turtle-doves.

Just imagine that | come back
And do not find you!

1 will bring my hands together
My paling hands

and let myself die ...

Ivan Kotliarevs’kyi (1769-1838)

Translated by )
C.H. Andrusyshen and Watson Kirkconnell
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11. BitoTb BiTpW, BitOTb OyIiHi,..
BitoTb BITpW, BitOTb OyWiHi, aXX AepeBa MHyTbCS;
O, TaK MOE 60/MTb CEPLiE, a CbO3U HE NTHOTHCA.

Tpauy niita B NOTIM ropi i KiHUA He 6ady,
TiNbKW TOAi i MOMerua, K HULLKOM noriady.

He nonpaBnsTb CNbo3W LIACTS, CEpLIo nerLue Gyze,
XT0 Wacnmemm GyB YacouoK, Mo CMepTb He 3abyae.

€CTb e /1tou, Lo i MO 3aB1AYIOTL 0N,
Uu wacnmea Ta 6UMHKa, WO pocTe Ha noni?

LLlo Ha noni, LWo Ha nickax, 6es pocu, Ha CoHNi?
TAXKKO XMTK 63 MUTIOFO | B CBOIYA CTOPOHL.

[e ™1, mununii, YopHobpmeuiA? fe Tn? -- o3osucs!
Ak A 6igHa, TYT roproto, NpuiAaN NoaMBHCS.

MoneTina 6 5 o Tebe, Ta KPUNSA He Mato,
LLlo6 no6aums, sK 6e3 Tebe 3 rops BUCKXatO.

[lo KOro s MPUropHYcs | XTo_Npurony6uTs?
Konu Tenep Toro Hema, sikuii MeHe Jilo6uTb.

IBaH KoTnsipeBcbkuii (1769-1869)
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11. The Winds Are Blowing, Stormy Winds Are Raging...
The winds are blowing, stormy winds are raging, even the trees are bending;

And so is my heart aching, yet | can shed no tears.

| waste my years in raging sorrow and | see no end,
I only feel a little better when I cry a little.

Tears will not repair the unlucky lot, but the heart feels a little lighter.
Whoever was happy once for a little while, until death will remember.

There are people who envy my fate.
Is the little stalk that grows in the field happy of its lot,

Whether in the field, or in the sand growing under the sun without dew?
It is hard to live without your love even in your own country.

Where are you dear dark-browed beloved? Where are you? —Respond?
Come and see how I, poor destitute, painfully grieve.

I would fly away to join you, but | have no wings,
So you could see, how without you, | perish of sorrow.

Whose tender embrace will | seek, who will lovingly draw me near?
Since now, the one | love is no longer here.

Ivan Kotliarevs’kyi (1769-1869)

Translated by Helene Turkewicz-Sanko
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12. YopHii 6poBK, Kapii oyi...

YopHii 6poBu, Kapii oui,

TeMHi, fK HiYKa, ACHI, fK JeHb.

O oui, oui, oui giBoui,

[e X B/ HaBUNAWCH 3BOANTL Ntofeii?

Bac i Hemae, a BU MOB TyTa,
Csitute B gywly, K ABi 30pi.
Uu B Bac ynuTa fKacb oTpyTa,
Un, Moxe, cnpasai BU 3Haxopi?

YopHiT 6poBU-CTPIUKM LLOBKOBI,
Bce 6 Tinbky BaMu A n0bOyBaBCA.
Kapii oui, oui gitoui,

Bce 6 TiNbKM A AMBMBCS Ha Bac.

YopHii 6poBu, Kapii oui,

CTpallHO AMBMTUCH Mif Yac Ha Bac:
He 6yfeLl cnatu Hi BAEHb, Hi BHOYI,-
Bce bygews gymaTb, 04i, Npo Bac.

Micsaub Ha Hebi, 3ipOHbKMK CAIOTb,
TWX0 MO MOPHO YOBEH NJIMBeE.

B 4oBHi fiBUMHA NiCHIO criBag,

A KO03aK 4ye, cepAeHbKo Mpe.

MicHsa Ta Muna, nicHa Ta noba,
Bce npo koxaHHA, Bce Npo 0608
AK MY NHOBUANCHL Ta 1 posiLLmncs,
Tenep 3iALLANCA HABIKWN 3HOB.

O oui, oui, oui AiBoui,

TeMHi AK Hiuka, ACHI AK [eHb.

Bu X MeHi, o4i, BiK BKOPOTU/N,

[e X BU HaBUMAUCL 3BOAWTL NOAEN.

PonbKIOPHA NiCHA
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12. Black Eyebrows, Ebony Eyes ...

Black eyebrows, ebony eyes

Dark as night, clear as day

0 eyes, eyes, eyes of a maiden,

Where did you learn to cast a spell on people?

It seems you are not here, and yet here you are,
Lighting the soul, like two stars.

Is it possible that, in you, someone poured some poison,
Or maybe you are really sorcerers?

Black eyebrows-ribbons of silk,

1 would only find delight in you.

Black eyes, eyes of a maiden,

| would spend hours looking at nothing but you.

Black eyebrows, ebony eyes,

Sometimes it is terrifying to look at you:
Day or night, you find no sleep,

I find myself constantly thinking only of you.

The moon is high in the sky, the stars are shining.
Silently on the sea, a barque is afloat.

In the barque a young maiden sings a song,

A Cossack hears it; his heart is dying.

Sweet song, dear song

About courting, about love,

As we loved each other and parted

And now found each other, for ever, again.

Oyes, eyes, eyes of a maiden

Dark as night, bright as day!

You eyes, you shortened my life;

Whhere did you ever learn to cast a spell on people?
Folksong

Translated by Héléne Turkewicz-Sanko



* 32 *
13. Oi4 4iBUMHO, LWYMWTb rai

"Oi AiBYMHO, LIYMUTb rai,

Koro ntobuw - 3a6yBaii, 3a6yBaii.
Oi1 fiBYMHO, WYMUTL rail,

Koro nto6uw - 3a6yBaii.”

"Hexali lWWyMuTb, LWe i ryge,

Koro nto6nto - Miii 6yge, miin byge.
Hexali lWwymuTb, We i ryge,

Koro ntobnto - miii 6ypge!™

"Oi1 fiBYyHO, cepue MOE,

Uu migew Tn 3a MeHe, 3a MeHe?
Ofi1 fiBYMHO, cepue MOE,

Uu nigew v 3a mexHe?"

"He nigy 2 3a Te6e:

Hewma xatu y Tebe, y Tebe.
He nigy s 3a Tebe:

Hewma xaTtn y Te6e."

"Migem cepue, B YyXylo,
Mokwu cBoto 36yayto, 30yayto.
Mifem, cepue, B UyXyto,
Mokwn cBoto 36yayto."

"MocTaB xaTy 3 n06oaw,

A B UyXyl0 He Befi1, He Beu,
MocTas xaTy 3 10604MK,

A B UyXyto He Beau.

Yyxa xaTa Takas,

FAK CBEKpyxa nnxas, nuxas.
Yyyka xaTa TaKas,

FK cBeKpyxa nunxas.

Xou He nae, Tak 6ypunTb,

A BCe X BOHa He MOBYUTb, HE MOBYUTD.
Xou He nae, Tak 6ypunTb,

A BCe X BOHa He MOBYUTL."

donbKopHa nicHs
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13. O My Young Maiden, the Grove is Full of Hubbub

"O my young maiden, the grove is full of hubbub,
Forget the one you love - forget the one you love.
O my young maiden, the grove is full of hubbub,
Forget the one you love - forget the one you love! "

"Let the grove be full of hubbub, let it buzz,
The one | love - will be mine, will be mine.
Let the grove be full of hubbub, let it buzz,
The one | love - will be mine, will be mine!"

"O my young maiden, my dear heart,
Will you marry me, will you be mine?

0 my dear young maiden, my dear heart,
Will you marry me, will you be mine?"

"I shall not marry you:

You have no home of your own.
1 shall not marry you,

You have no home of your own."

"My dear heart, we will go to some one else’s house,
Until | build my own home.

My dear heart, we will go to some one else’s house,
Until I build my own home."

"Build your home out of orach plant, if you need,
But do not lead me to some one else’s home.
Build your home out of orach plant, if you need,
But do not lead me to some one else’s home.

Some one else’s home is like
A bad, bad mother-in-law.
Some one else’s home is like
A bad, bad mother-in-law.

Although she does not openly criticize, she grumbles,
And never never keeps quiet.

Although she does not openly criticize, she grumbles,
And never never keeps quiet. "

Folksong

Translated by Hélene Turkewicz-Sanko
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14. Kosak i [iB4mHa
[JiBunHa

ony6e cun3nii, Ko3aveHbKy Nobui!

XT0 X Tebe B Moni K ceputo npuronyomutsb?
XT0 Tebe BKPUE 3BEYOPA JIETEHBKO,

XT0 Tebe 36yanTb [0 CBIiTA paHEeHbKO

Kosak

Ap MK ropamu mMeHe NpuronyomTs;
IycTi TymMaHu 3Beyopa NpUKpUIOTh;
Mywa Hag Apom 3 BiTpamu po3byauTh,
PaHHsA B MoAi poca NIMYKO 3MUE.

AiBumHa

Cepue-ko3zaye! B ganekiii kpaiHi

Tw X He 3abyaeLl 06 CBOIN AiBYMHI?
CnoBom, Xo4 pigKo, pigHUM Bia3ueaiics ...
Ta ripwe BCbOro - 4OLOMY He raics!

Kosak

Byfy f nucbMa cnbo3amu nucatu,
Byay BiTpamu nucbMa npucuaatm ...
[le Ko3aKoBi - fle B CBIiTi He 6yTH, -

Ak Tebe, cepue, AK Tebe 3abyTN?!
MeHi 3rafatoTb TeMHEHbKOT HOYi

[Bi fiCHI 3ipKK - TBOT Kapi oui;

Ceputo 3ragatoTb, MU0l Nt060BM,

B BOpoHa Kpuna - TBOT YOpHi 6poBuy;
PYM’AHI LWOKYM - KYLL, B N103i Ka/IMHW;
CocHa B fi6poBi - CTAaHOYOK [LiBYUHM ...

[iBumHa

Cepus X, Ko3aue, He faBail Hikomy, -
Ta wewnaLwe, Munuii, BepTaiics gogomy!

JleBko boposunkoBcbkuii (1808-1889)
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14. The Cossack and the Maiden (Parting)
Maiden

My dove of delight! My Cossack so dear!

Will kisses be yours on the steppes wide and drear?
Who’ll cover you gently when evening is grey?
Who’ll rouse you from sleep at the dawn of the day?

Cossack

Some valley will lull me to rest in my roaming

And thick mists shall cover my form in the gloaming;
The winds and the wild woods will awake me with grace;
In the dew of the fields | shall rinse off my face.

Maiden

O Cossack, my darling! In regions apart

Will you be forgetting your constant sweetheart?
Send news of your fortunes, | ask as a boon ...
The wish of my heart is: Pray come again soon!

Cossack

My letters with tears shall be written, I swear,
And sent to my love on the wings of the air ...
Wherever on earth this poor Cossack may roam,
How could he forget you, my darling at home?!
Two stars that shine bright in the dark of the skies
Will always remind me of your hazel eyes;

The raven’s black wings, will recall your dark hair
That kindled my love into ecstasy rare;

A cranberry bush hints your cheek’s crimson rose,
A fir-tree, the grace of my lass as she goes!

Maiden

Your heart to no other give truly, my lad!
And come again soon, that my soul may be glad!

Levko Borovykovs’kyi (1808-1889)
Translated by C.H. Andrusyshen and Watson Kirkconnell
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15. He Le6eun conoseliky!

He webeun, conoseiky, nif BiKHOM 6M3eHLKO;
He wiebeun, MantoCeHbKWIA, Ha 30pi paHEHBKO.
AK 3aTbOXKAELL, K CBUCHELL, HEHauye 3arpaeL;
TaK i 6’€TbCa B rpyasx cepue, AyLly po3AvpaeL,

FAK 3acBuLLeLl roNocHiLLe, a fani TUXEHbKO —
AX y Lyl MOXO0/I0AAE, XK 3aMpe CepLeHbKO.
30BCIM, TPOLLKMW NepecTaHeLl, iyHb YCloaun nige;
Tw B TEMHY Hi4 Becenmcs, i K COHLUe 3iige.

TBOSA NiCHA fy)Xe rapHa, TV rapHo Ii cniBaew,

Tw, wacnvenii, cnapyBascs i rHi3geyko Maetu!
A 2 61gHWIA, Ge3TanaHHuiA, 6e3 napu, 6e3 xaTu:
He gocTtanoch MeHi B CBIiTi Becesio cniBatu.

CoHue 3iiige —a Hy[KYCS, i 3aX04UTb —navy:
KoTpy ntobnto AiBUMHOHBKY, Ti€T He 6auy.
JlOBro i1 YyTKM BXe He Mat0 Npo MUy AIBUMHY;
Llinnia BiK cBii1 yce nnavycb Ha NUXY FOAMHY.

He wweb6eun conoseiiky, SiK COHLE npurpie!

He wiebeun, MantoceHbKUiA, i K Bevopie!

Twv netu, cnisaii TUM NOAAM, KOTPi BECENATLCS;
BoHw nicHeto TBOEO 6yayTb 3a6aBNATHCS.

A MeHi Takasi MmicHs gywy po3aupae! -

lipwe 6°eTbCA MOE CepLe, ax LyX 3aBMUpaE.

MMyray MeHi Tak roguTbCA: CTOTHE, He CMiBaE;
Hexali cTOrHe K00 MeHe Ta CMepTb BO3BILLAE.

BikTop 3a6ina (1808-1869)
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15. To the Nightingale

Twitter not, nightingale, close to my casement;
Twitter not tiny one, early at dawn!

For, when thou trillest in treble begracement,
Pangs in my breast from thy music are drawn.

When thou art piping, first shrill, then gently,
Grief chills my soul and my spirit grows faint;
Even thy echo still on intently,

Whether at dusk or at dawn comes thy plaint.

Lovely thy song is, thou singest sublimely;
Thou hast a mate and a nest for thy joy;
Poor am |, mateless and homeless, untimely;
Constant misfortunes my gladness destroy.

Weary at sunrise, | weep at its setting;

She whom | loved has been lost to my sight.
News of my darling no longer I’'m getting;
Tears are my portion by day and by night.

Twitter not, nightingale, gaily at morning;

Twitter not, tiny one, glad in the gloom!

Seek out blest souls, to whom grief has no warning;
Birdsong to them has no accent of doom.

Torn is my soul by thy exquisite fluting;

Throbs in my breast set me gasping for breath.
Owls were more welcome, not singing but hooting -
Here let them hoot and foretell of my death!

Viktor Zabila (1808-1869)

Translated by C. H. Andrusyshen and Watson Kirkconnell



16. Mo 1o 6iK ropa

Mo Toi1 6ik ropa,

Mo uen 6ik gpyra,
IMOMIX TMMMW FOPOHbKaMu
Cxopfmna 3ops.

Ol TO X He 30pA -

[iBunHa mos

3 HOBEHbKVMM Ta Bifepuamu
Mo BoamuUto Awna.

"[liB4MHO MoS,

Haniii e KoHs

3 py6neHoT HOBOT KPUHMNYKM,
3 nosHoro Bigpal"

"Ko3aueHbKy Mil,

Konu 6 s TB0A,

B3sina 6 KOHSA 3a LIOBKOBUIA NOBIA
Ta 11 Hanoina!™

"[liBYUMHO MoOS,

Yom 3amid He nwna?"

"bigHa 6yna, No Halimax CnyXwuna,
Mapu He 3Haiiwnal™

"[iBYNHO MoOS,

Cipaii Ha KOHS,

Ta noigem y ynctee none
[o moro asopa!

A B MoOro fsopa

Hewma Hi Kona

TiNbKW CTOITb KLY, KaavHN
Ta i Wwe He ugina."

"KannHo mos,

Yom Tn He ygina?"

"3nMma ntoTa Ta i UBiT 066MNa
Tum A He uginal"

®ONbKIOPHA MicHA
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16. On This Side A Mountain

On this side a mountain,

On that side another...
Between these two mountains,
It was the sun at dawn.

0 but it was not the sun at dawn,
It was my maiden,

With her new buckets

Going for the water.

"My beautiful maiden,

Give some water to my horse,
From your newly framed well,
And from your new buckets."

"O my dear Kozak,

If 1 were only yours,

1 would gladly take your horse by its silky bridle
And surely quench its thirst."

"My beautiful maiden,

Why aren’t you married?"

"l was poor, a hired-hand,
And | did not find my mate."

"My beautiful maiden,

Please mount my horse,

And it will carry us through the meadows
To my homestead!

But in my homestead,

There is not even a cart;

There is only a guelder-rose bush
Which has not yet bloomed."

"My guelder-rose bush,

Why didn’t you bloom?"

"The harsh winter killed my flowers,
That is why | did not bloom."
Folksong

Translated by Hélene Turkewicz-Sanko
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17. BecHiBKa

LiBiTka gpibHas
Monuna HeHbKy,
BecHy paHeHbKy
"HeHe pigHaa!"”
Bsonu mMu Bonto
[Hait meHi gonto
LLlo6 # 3augina,
Becb nyr ckpacuna,
LLlo6un 5 6yna

K COHLE, ficHa,
LLlo6un 3ropHyna
Becb cBiT fo cebe!"

"[loHt0, rony6ko!
XKanb meHi Tebe
["apHas nobko!

B0 BMXOp CBUCHE,
Mopo3 noTucHe,
Byps 3aryge;

Kpaca 3mapHie,
JIN4Ko 340pHie,
["010BOHBKY CK/IOHULL
JINCTOHBKM 3pOHNLL,
XKanb ceputo 6yge."”

MapkisH Llawikesny (1811-1843)
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17. To a Primrose

A tiny flower

Begged of her mother,
The early Springtime:
"Mother, my dear one,
Grant my petition,
Give me good fortune
Let me embellish

All of the meadow,
That |1 may shine there
Bright as the sunlight,
Lovely as starlight,
Making the whole world
Gaze at my beauty!"

"Darling, my daughter,
How | lament you,
Beautiful creature!

Gusts will bite you fiercely,
Frosts will bite keenly,
Tempests will bellow,
Your beauty will wither,
Your face will grow dark then,
Dropping your forehead,
Shed all your petals -
Breaking my heart, dear!"

Markiian Shashkevych (1811-1843)
Translated by C.H. Andrusyshen and Watson Kirkconnell
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18. Aymka: Bitpe 6yiHuiA,..

BiTpe 6yitHuiA, BiTpe OyiHWiA!
Twn 3 MOpem roeopuL, -
36yay iioro, 3arpai Tu 3 HUM,
CnuTain cuHe mope.

BoHO 3Hae, ae Ml Muawi,
Bo iioro Hocwno,

BoHO cKake, CMHE MOpe,

[e ioro nogino.

Konu munoro Bronumno -
Po36uit CMHE MOpE;

Migy WwykaTb MUNEHLKOTO,
BTonnto cBoE rope,

BTonno CBOK Hefl0NEHbKY,
Pycankoto cTany,

lMoLuyKar B YOPHUX XBUASIX,
Ha gHo mops KaHy.

Haigy iioro, npuropHycs,
Ha cepui 3omnito.

Togi; XBune, HeCK 3 MUNM,
Kyawn BiTep Bie!

Konum > munuid Ha Tim 6oui,
ByinHeCeHbKWi, 3HaELL,

[e BiH X04WTb, WO BiH po6UTb,
Ty 3 HAM PO3MOB/ISELL.
Konu nnave - To i s nnady,
Konu Hi - cniBato;

Konu X 3rnHyB YOpHOGPWBWIA -
To i1 1 nornbato.

Togai Hecu Mok ayLuy

Tyawn, ge midi Muanin;
YepBOHOIO Ka/IMHOO

MocTas Ha mMorui.

Byge nerwe B 4y>im noni
CupoTi nexaru -

Tapac LLleBueHko (1814-1861)
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18. Meditation: Forceful Wind...

Forceful wind, forceful wind!

You who speak to the sea,-

Wake it up, play with it,

Question file blue sea.

It knows where my love is,

Because k carried him,

The blue sea will tell you

What it did with him.

If the Sea drowned him-

Then create a storm;

I will go to find my love,

And | will drown my sorrow,

I will drown my misfortune,

And become a mermaid,

I will search the black waves,

and reach the bottom of the sea.

I will find him and take him in my arms
And faint on his chest.

Then wave, carry me with my love,
Where the wind blows!

When my love is over the sea,
Dearest wind, you know

Where he walks, what he does

You converse with him.

When he cries - | too cry,

When he does not - 15sing;

But if my dark-browed love has perished
Then, | too am dying.

Then carry my soul

Wherever my love is;

Place my soul as a guelder-rose tree
On his grave.

So that the foreign soil of his resting place
Will be lighter to the orphan.

Taras Shevchenko (1814-1861)

Translated by Héléne Turkewicz-Sanko
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19. Tutap

"Buiian, cepaeHbKo, - A BUINSAato;
Xou Ha roguHy, Mos pr6yMHo!
BurnsHb, rony6ko,...

Bo 7 faneko cto Hiv maHgpyto ..."
... X04a nonig raem,

fipema cniBae, BUrnsgac ...
LLlenect!..konun rnsHe:

Monig raem, MOB flacouka,
Kpapgetbcs OkcaHa.

3abys; nobir; obHANMCA.
"Cepue!" - Ta it 3omninu.
[0Bro-goBro TinbKo - "cepue”,
Tali 3HOBY HiMiNW...

"OX Ak 5 BTOMUNAcL!"
"OA4noynHb, Mosi TU 30pe!

Twn 3 Heba 3neTinal"

Mocnas cBUTKY. HK iCOUKa,
YcMixHynach, cina.

"Cigali )e 1 T KOMo MeHe".
CiB Ta i 06HAnMCH.

"Cepue MOE, 30pe Mos,

e ue Tv 30pina?”

" cborogHi 3abapunace:
baTtbKo 3aHefy»Kas;

Kono ioro Bce nopasiach ..."
"A MeHe I baingyxe?"
"AKnin-60 Tn e xe Gory!"

| cnbo3n 6ancHynN.

"He nnauy, cepue, 5 xapTyo".
"YKaptu!" YcmixHynach.
Mpuxmnunacb ronoBKoK

Ta i1 HibK 3acHyna.

"Bay, OkcaHo, A XapTyo,

A Tu 1 cnipasgi nnaveL.

Hy He nnay Xe, rMsHb Ha MeHe:
3aBTpa He nobauuLL.

3aBTpa 6yay S pganeko,
[Janeko, OkcaHo ...3aBTpa BHOYI y UnrpuHi
CBsueHUiA fOCTaHy.

[acTb BiH MeHi cpibno-3n0To,
[acTb BiH MeHi cnaBy;
OpsArHy Tebe, 0byio,
Mocagxy, AK nasy,-

Ha A3vrnunky, K retbMaHLuy,
Ta vi guBuTUCH Byay;

Mok He BMpY, AMBUTUMYCL".

Tapac LLleBueHko (1814-1861)



*45*

19. The Church Warden

"Come out my darling, |1 am waiting for you;
Come out for a while, my love!

Come out my dove, ...

For | am leaving this very night to wander ..."
...Yarema sadly sang his song

While strolling by the grove;

He waited for Oksana long

Suddenly a rustle! ...And he peered:

Like some woods creature slipping past

The trees. Oksana neared.

He forgot everything and raced ...

"My sweetheart" both exclaimed.

Hearts overbrimmimg, they embraced again and again.
"How tired | am, my love!"

"Sit down and rest, my shinning star

That dropped down from the sky!"

He spread his cloak upon the ground.

With star-lit eyes she smiled.

"Then you must sit beside me too."

They held each other tight.

"My shining star, my sweetheart true,

What held you up tonight?"

"Tonight | couldn’t come on time:

My father’s ill, you see --

I had to nurse him all this while..."

"And didn’t you think of me?"

"How can you speak about me so?"

And tears came to her eyes.

"Don’t cry, my dear, | only joked."

"Ajoke!" Again she smiled.

She laid her head upon his chest

And seemed to fall asleep.

"You see, Oksana, | just teased

And you began to weep.

Now don’t you cry, and look at me,

Whom long you will not see.

Tomorrow I°ll be far from here,

Oksana, far away, tomorrow night at Chihirin,
I’ll get my blessed blade.

With it Il silver gain, and gold,

And fame will be my prize;

I’Il dress you rich from head to toe

Like bird of paradise, and seat you on a tripod stool
Just like a Hetman’s wife,

And look at you;

My whole life through, on you I’ll feast my eyes."

Taras Shevchenko (1814-1861)
Translated by John Weir
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20. Tonosns

Mo pibposi BiTep BUE,
["'yngae no nonto,

Kpait goporu rHe Tononto
[o camoro gony.

CTaH BUCOKWIA, NNCT LUNPOKUIA
MapHo 3eneHie,

Kpyrom none, sk Te mope
LLInpoke, cuHie.

Uymak ige, nogmBnThCA
Ta i1 ronoBy CXuImnTb,
YabaH BpaHLi 3 CONiNKoH
Cspe Ha moruni,
MoanBUTLCS - cepLe HYE:
Kpyrom Hi 6unnHn!

OpfHa, ogHa ik cmpoTa
Ha uyXuHi, ruHe!

XT0 X BUKOXaB TOHKY, THYUKY
B cTeny norn6atun?
MocTpuBaiiTe - BCe pO3Kaxy.
CnyxaiiTe X fgisyara!

Monto6una 4opHobprBa
Ko3aka giBunHa.
Monobuna - He cnuHWNa:
MMiwos - Ta i 3arvHys...
AK6K 3HaNa, WO MOKMHE -
Byna 6 He nobuna,

AKOU 3HaNa, LLIO 3arvHe -
Byna 6 He nycTuna,

Ak6un 3Hana - He xoguna 6
MMi3HO 3a BOAOHO,

He cTosna 6 fo niBHoui

3 Muaum nig sep6oto,
Akbu 3Hanal..

| TO NIUXO -
Monepeay 3Hatw,
LLlo Ham B CBITi 30CTpiHETbLCA...
He 3HaiiTe, giBuata!
He nuTaiite cBoto gontol..
Camo cepLie 3Hage,
Koro nto6uTb...Hexait B’sHe,
[MoKun 3aKonarThb, -
bo He goBro, 4YopHo6pwsi!
Kapi oueHsTa,
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20. The Poplar

The wind goes howling down the vale,
It blusters through the plain;

A poplar tall beside the road
To touch the ground is fain.

Her slender shape, her ample leaves
In vain expand with green;

The fields around her like a sea
Of boundless blue are seen.

A carter gazes as he goes
And bows his head in sorrow;

A morning shepherd with his pipe
Sits down upon a barrow,

And as he looks, his heart is pained:
No blade of grass is found

About her feet- all, all alone
She dies in alien ground!

Who then has reared her, slim and tall,
To perish on the plain?

Listen, fair maidens! | shall tell
The story- for your gain.

A black-browed beauty loved of old
A Cossack in his pride;

She loved, but could not hold him here:
He left her, and he died.

Had she but known that he would go,
She had not loved, alack.

Had she but known that he would die,
She would have held him back.

Had she but known, she had not gone
So late to fill her pail,

Nor stayed till midnight with her love
Deep in the willow dale.

Had she but known!..

Foreknowledge too
May likewise be an evil.
Seek not for word of what shall be,
But shun it like the devil!
Try not, young maids, to know your fate!
The heart will find its doom
In love. So, let it throb with pain
Till it is in the tomb!
And not for long, my lovely ones,
Do hazel eyes gleam bright,
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Bine NMyKo YepBOHiE -

He posro, gisyara!

[o nonyaHs, Ta 11 3aB’sHe,
BpoBu NONNHAOTE...
Koxaiitecs X no6iTbes,
FK CepAeHbKO 3Hae.

3auebeye COMOBENKO

B ny3i Ha Ka/vHi,

3acniBae K03a4yeHbKo,
Xoas no JonuHi, -
Bucnisye, Noku Buiige
YopHobpuBa 3 XaTu -

A BiH i 3anuTae:

- Yn He 6una matu? -
CTtaHyTb c06i, 06iliMyTbCA -
CniBa CO/MOBENKO;
MocnyxatoTb, po3iigyTbes,
O60€ pajeHbKiI...

HixTo TOro He no6aunTb,
HixTo He cnuTae:

- [e v 6yna, wo pobuna? -
Cama co6i 3HaE...
TMobunacs, koxanacs,

A cepfieHbKo MAino -

Uyno cepue Hef0NeHbKY,
CKasaTu He BMIJIO;

He ckasano - octanacs,
[eHb i HiY BOpKyeE,

Ak ronybka ~ 3 rony6a,-
A HIXTO He uye...

He wwiebeye conoseiiko
B nysi Haf Bogoto,
He cniBae YopHObpYBa,
CT101 nig Bepboto
He cniBsag, - cupoToro
Bifum cBiTOM HyAWTb:
be3 munoro 6atbKo, MaTu -
AK vyxil nogp,
Be3 Munoro coHue CBiTUTB -
FAK BOpOr CMIETbCA,
Be3 Munoro ckpisb Moruna...
A ceppeHbKo 6’eTbes.

MWHYB i piK, MUHYB Apyruii -
Ko3aka Hemag;

CoxHe BOHa, fIK KBIiTOYKa,-
Martu He nuTae:

-Yoro B’sHeLl, MOsl IOHHO? -
CTapa He cnuTtana,
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Your snowy cheeks will briefly glow
And then will pass from sight!

Your flowers will fade before the noon,
Your beauty will be hid...

Love then, and join in mutual vows
As your own heart may bid.

Often the nightingale would chant
Upon the bushy plain;

Often a Cossack lad would sing
A simple lover’s strain.

He’d sing and sing, until his love
Out of the hut would stray

And he would ask: "Has mother dear
Yet beaten you today?"

They stand there in each other’s arms
And hear the bird—notes pour

Forth joys of heart-and then they part,
Glad to have met once more.

No one will ever see them thus,
No one will ever ask:

"Where have you been? What have you done?"
She plies her own sweet task...

And so she loved, infatuate,
Although her heart grew faint:

It sensed misfortune that would come
But could not speak its plaint

It did not speak—and now alone
She grieves by day and night;

She coos, a dove without a mate,
With none to know her plight.

No longer does the nightingale
Make sweet the bushy plain;

No longer under willow boughs
The maiden sings her strain;

She cannot sing, her orphaned heart
Feels weary of the earth.

Her parents seem like strangers both,
Since love has closed in dearth;

Without one’s love, the sun above
Seems like a foe to smile;

Without one’s love, as in a tomb
Life seems corruption vile.

A year passed by, another went,
No Cossack treads the spot;

She withers like a dying flower, -
Her mother notes it not.

"Why are you pining, daughter dear?”
Her mother did not ask.
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3a cvBoro, 6aratoro
TuxeHbKO efjHana.

-14n, BOHI0,- KaXe maTu,-
He BiK giByBatu.

BiH 6araTuii, OANHOKWIA -
Bygew naHysatu.

- He xouy s naHyBatw,

He nigy 2, mamo!
PywHukamu LWwo npugbana,
CnycTn MeHe B fMY.
Hexali nonu 3acniBatoThb,
A ApYXKK 3annavyThb,-
Nerwe, mamo, B TPYHI nexartb,
Hix ioro no6aunTsb.-

He cnyxana ctapa matu,
Po6una, wo 3Hana-
[usnnacsa YopHobpmea
Coxna i MoBYana.

Miwna BHOYI O BOPOXKM,
LLLo6 nMoBOPOXMTK-

Un [0Bro 1 OANHOKI

Ya cim CBITI XuUTU?..

- babyceHbKo, rony60HbKO,
Cepue Mo€, HeHbKo!

CKaXu MeHi Wwupy npasgy -
[e munuit-cepaeHbko?

Yn MB-340p0OB, UM BiH NOOUTL?
Un 3abyB-NOKNHYB?

CKaXu MeHi - fie Mili Munnin?
Kpalii cBiTa nonvny!
BabyceHbKOo, rony60HbKO!
Ckaxxu, 60 TU 3HaEL...
MeHe maTu xoue faTu

3a CTaporo 3amix

JtobuTsb oro, mos cu3al
CepLe He HaBunTK.

Miwna 6 xe 5 yTonunace...

Xanb gywy 3ry6utu...

Konwu He 1B 4opHO6pUBWIA

3pobun, mos nTawuko!

LLlo6 fogomy He BepHynach...

TSXKKO MeHI, TSHXKKO!

Tam cTapuii e 3 cTapocTamu...

CKaXu X MO J0Nt0.

-[o6pe, goHo! CnounHb
TPOLLKM...

YWHK X MOIO BOSIHO,

Cama konuchb fisyBana -

Tee MX0 3Hato;
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To wed her to a rich, old man
Was now her secret task.

"Marry him, girl!" the mother says.
"Old maid you should not be.

The man is rich; he has no child;
You’ll live in luxury!

"A lady | refuse to be!
Such marriages | waive!

My bridal towels are only good
To wrap me for my grave!

Let priests intone and bridesmaids weep
Above its portal grim:

I'd rather in my coffin lie
Than see the likes of him."

The mother paid no heed, but wrought
To bring the nuptial day;

The black-browed beauty saw it all
And mutely pined away.

At night she sought a sorceress,
To find the future out,

Whether she’d live in loneliness
Or die without a doubt.

"Granny, my precious darling,
My dearest friend | vow,

Tell me without concealment-
Where is my sweetheart now?

Is he alive? And loves me?
Has he forgotten me?

Where is my love? To find him
Far in the world 1°d flee!

Granny, my precious darling!
Tell me-you surely know...

Mother will now compel me
To marry a rich, old crow.

To force me into such a match
Is not in her control.

Yes, | would gladly drown myself...

Though loath to lose my soul...
Then see to it, my birdie,
That if my lad lives not
I homeward shall return no more...
Ah, heavy is my lot!
The old man and the brokers wait...
Tell me what is to be!"
-"Well then, my child! Rest here awhile,
And with my words agree!
I, too was once a maiden
And grew the pangs of love;
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MuHynocs - HaBumnacs:
Jiogam nomarato;

TBOW [01t0, MOS [OHHO!
Mo3aTopik 3Hana,
Mo3aTopik i 3innauka

Lnsa Toro npugbana.-
Miwna cTapa, MoB Kanamap
[ocTana 3 nonu,.

-Ocb Ha T06i cboro ayea.
Mign fo KpuHUi.

[Moku niBHi He cniBanw,
Ymuiicsa Bogoto,

Bunuii TpoLwKn Uporo 3inns-
Bce 1Mxo 3aroiTb.

Bun’ew - 6ixu, sKoMora;
LLlo 6 TaM He Kpuyano,

He ornsHbCs, NOKW cTaHell
AX Tam, Je npoLyanach.
OfnoymMHeLl; a K cTaHe
Micsub cepeg Heba

Bunuit we pas; He npuige-
BTpeTe BUNuTHL Tpeba.

3a nepLunin pas, Sk 3a ToW piK,
BygeL T1 Takoto,

A 3a gpyruii - cepeq cteny
TymnHe KiHb HOTO00,-

Konu XuBunit Ko3a4eHbKO,
To 3apa3 npubyae...

A 3a TpeTili, MOS [OHIO!

He nuTaii, wo 6yge...

Ta Lle, YyeLl, He XpecTucs-
bo Bce nige B Bogy...

Tenep e a1 nogusucs

Ha TopiwHo Bpogy.-

Bssna 3115, NOKNOHUNAC:
-Cnacmbi, 6abdycto!-
Buiilina 3 xatu - um NTn, um Hi?..
Hi! BXe He BepHyca!-
Mpuiiwna... BMunack, Hanunacs,
MoB He cBoOsl CTana;

Bapyre, BTpeTe, Ta MOB COHHA
B cTeny 3acnisana:

"MnaBaii, nnasaii, nebeaoHbLKO!
Ho cuHboMy Mopio -

PocTtu, pocTtn, TononeHbKo!
Bce Bropy Ta Bropy;

PocTu rHy4yka Ta BUCOKa,

[o camoi xmapu,-

Cnutaii 6ora, un gixay 1,

Uu He gixay napun?
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All that has passed; the things |’ve learned
A help to others prove.

Your future fortune, 0 my child,
| knew two years ago;

Two years ago | brewed from herbs
A potion for your woe."

The old crone went and from the shelf
Took down an inky phial.

"Here is a drink to serve your need-
Just give these herbs a trial!

Go to the well ere cockcrow
And bathe you in its water;

Then drink a portion of this brew-
"Twill cure your mother’s daughter.

Drink it, and run—no matter what
May strangely cry behind you;

Don’t look around until you reach
The place he last did find you.

There rest a while. And when the moon
Mounts in the sky sublime,

Drink it again; if he comes not,
Drink for a third, fierce time.

At the first sip, your beauty fair
Will match its former proof;

After the second, on the steppe
A horse will stamp its hoof;

If your young Cossack is alive,
Then he at once will come;

After the third- my dearest child,
Seek not your fate to plumb!

Only you must not cross yourself-
Or nothing will appear!

Now go and see how beautiful
You looked in yester-year!"

She took the herbs and parting bowed:
"Granny, my thanks you earn!"

Then left the hut: "“To go, or not?
| never can return!"

She washed her face, she took one drink,
And shone in beauty rare;

A second and a third she drank,
Then burst out singing there:

"Float, ever float, dear little swan,
Upon the soft, blue sea!

Grow, lovely poplar, upward grow
Still higher you may be!

Grow slender, tall, and beautiful,
Up to the clouds mount straight;

Ask God if I’ll live long enough
To find myself a mate.
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Poctu, pocTtu, nogmsucs
3a cuHee mope:

Mo Tim 6oui- mosa fons,
Mo cim 6oui - rope.

Tam Aecb MUAWIA, YOPHOBPUBHIA
CniBae, rynse,

A a nnayy, nita Tpauy,
Voro surnagato.

Ckaxu iomy, Moe cepuie!
Lo cmitoTbes Noau;
CKaxu /oMy, L0 3aruny,
Konu He npnbyge!

Cama Xxo4e MeHe Matu

B 3emnto 3axoBatu...

A XTO X Ti TO/IOBOHbKY
byae pornagatn?

XTO fornsHe, posnurae,
Ha cTapicTb nomoxe?
Mawmo mos!.. none mos!
Boxxe munuii, 6oxe!..

MNoamsucs, TononeHsKo!

AK Hema - 3annaveLu

[o cxig coHus, paHiciHbKo
LLlo6 HiXTO He 6auuB...

PocTu X, cepLie-TONONEHbLKO,
Bce Bropy Ta Bropy,

MnaBaii, nnasai, ne6eaoHbKO!
Mo crHboMy mopio. ™

OTak Tas YopHobpuBa
Mnakana, cnisana...

| Ha AuBO cepef nons
Tononeto ctana.

He BepHynacsa gogomy,
He pixpaana napu -
TOHKa, TOHKa Ta BUICOKa,
[o camoi xmapw.

Mo fibposi BiTep BUE
"ynse no nono,

Kpaii goporu rHe Tononto
Lo camoro gony.

Tapac LLleByeHko (1814-1861)
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Grow, ever upward grow, and gaze
Beyond the soft, blue sea:
Across it there my sorrow lies,
My lover stays from me.
Somewhere my handsome lover
Is roaming on the plain,
While | in weeping waste my years
And wait for him in vain.
Tell him, my darling poplar
That people at me spurn;
Tell him that | shall perish here
If he does not return!
My mother wants to bury me
By marriage in despair...
And who, when | am gone, will give
A daughter’s tender care?
Who will console and tend her,
And help me in her age?
O mother! O my wretched fate!
0 God, my prayers engage!

Look yonder, my dear poplar!

And if you find him not,

Shed tears before the sunrise
Lest people throng the spot.

Grow then, my darling poplar,
Still higher may you be!

Float, ever float, dear little swan,
Upon the soft, blue sea!"

In such a song the lovely maid
Recounted what concerned her;

The herbs were of a wondrous power-
And to a poplar turned her.

Back to her home she went no more;
She never met her mate;

Up to the clouds her beauty grew
All slender in estate.

The wind is howling down the vale,
It blusters o’er the plain,

The poplar by the highway-side
To touch the ground is fain.

Taras Shevchenko (1814-1861)

Translated by C.H. Andrusyshen and Watson Kirkconnell
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21. [1Ba BiHOYKMN

Monig raem 3eneHeHbKUM
YUucTa piyka Teue,

Ha sBopi 3eNeHeHbKM
Conosili Wwebeye.

CunanTb fiBKa Hag Pivukoro,
[lBa BiHOUKU 3BUNA,

| pyuKoto 6ifeHbKoo

Ha Bogy nyctuna.

OfvH BiHelb 3 6apBiHOYKY
A [pyruii 3 pyTOHbKN;
OfVH BiHeLp KO3a4eHbKa,
[pyruii - BIBYNHOHBKM.

"MonanHb BIHOK i3 6apBiHKY
MonnnHb K 6epeXxeHbKy!
BepHucb, MuAnii 3 YKpaiHu
[MpuctaHb KO cepaeHbKy!

Konu x BiHKy i3 6apBiHKy,
CnnunHeL K 6epeXxeHbKy?
Konu sepHell 3 YKpaiHu,
Munnin Ko3aueHbKy?"

3akyBasia 303y/1eHbKa

B rato, B cepefinHi,

A cf CTano CTpaLiHo, CYyMHO
Monogiit giB4unHi.

"B YKpaiHi Ha morusi
3auBina KanmHa.

Tam NexunTb TBIll KO3a4eHbKO,
bigHa cupotuHal”

A KONW € BOAW BEPHYTD,
LLlo 3a cim niT BNAnau,
Togi BepHecb 3 YKpaiHu
Ko3ayok TBiih MUAnin”

AkiB Monosaubkuii (1814-1888)
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21. Two Little Crowns

A green grove

A clear brook

On the green maple tree
A singing nightingale.

A maiden by the brook
Made two crowns

And her white hand

Let them go on the water.

One is made of periwinkle,
The other of ruta;

One crown is for the Kozak,
The other for her.

"Go crown of periwinkle

Down to the bank;

Come back my beloved from Ukraine
Take me in your arms.

When will you, crown of periwinkle
Reach the other bank?

When will you, my beloved Kozak
Come back from Ukraine?"

The dove cooed

In the grove, right in the middle;
And a strangely sad feeling
Overtook the maiden.

"In Ukraine, on the grave
The guelder-rose bloomed
There, your kozak is resting
My dear orphan child.

When the waters which passed here
Seven years ago, come back

Then will your dear Kozak

Come back from Ukraine."

Jakiv Holovats’kyi (1814-1888)

Translated by Helene Turkewicz-Sanko
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22. Cnbo3a

Uu nam’aATaeLl, K 3 T06010
Mpowyaschb A Ni3HLO f060K0?
BeuipHs 3ipoHbKa 3iiwna
B 6€304Hi CUHIiA Haf ropoto,
MoHag AibpoBoK HIMOKD
fKacb NTaluHa nNponauna...
Ha cxogj gecb YopHina xmapa...
A T 6niga, AK Ta npumapa,
CToAna 3 CMYTKOM Ha 4oni,
Jlamana py4eHbKu CBOT
B Himiln ckop6oTi - i po3Baru
Tobi nogaTb He MaB 51 3Baru...
MaliHyna XBuns, 4ac HacTas,
| MOB BOrOHb SIKWIiCb 3aliHsB
B TBOiX 04ax HeHaTNi MyKW;
CBOI 3HEMOXEHIT pyKu
Kpyrom meHe T 06Bunia
| TAXKO, TAXKKO 3apujana...
Mos Tu 3ope! Un T 3Hana,
FAK Ta cnbo3a MeHe nekna?
MWHYN pOKK, CYBWIA BOMOC
Mopo3uTb ronosy, a s
Yce 6nykato no rasx
Ta uyto TBill HagoWTKiA ronoc,
| goci peiliHoO 1 rapsue
TBOs c/bo3a MeHe rede! (1881)

Muxaiino Ctapuubkuin (1840-1904)



22. Tears

Can you remember yet aright

How we two parted late that night?
Above the water, in the sky

The evening star had risen high;

Across the silent, wooded vale,

Some bird had flown, a shadow pale;
Far in the east, a cloud hung black,
While like a phantom you, alack,

With tresses on your brow in strands,
Stood there and wrung your dainty hands
In silent grief - while my prostration
Could offer you no consolation...

A moment passed, the time has come -
And, from some inner torment numb,
Fierce lightnings in your glances passed;
And then your weary arms you cast
Around my neck, love’s harvest keeping,
And burst out into bitter weeping...

My precious star! And could you know
Those tears of yours had burned me so?
Though years have passed,

And youth is lost,

My head still droops, my lovely star,

To hear your sobs from days afar,

And even yet, in misery,

Your bitter tears are burning me! (1881)

Mykhailo Staryts’kyi (1840-1904)
Translated by C.H. Andrusyshen and Watson Kirkconnell
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23. Oue Tas cTexeuka...

Oue Tasa cTexeuka,

e pisunHa iwna,

LLlo 3 moiioro cepfeyka
LLlacTa yHecna.

Ocb Tyam niwna BoHa

Ta rynawoun

3 iHbLUUM, CBOIM NHOGYMKOM
Po3moBnsatoun.

3a’ii cnigamu

MoB 6e3yMHwin 6ir;
LlinyBaB 3 cnbo3amu
Mun i3 1i Hir.

Haue notonatounii
CTebenvHouKy,

3ip miii Bug, it nosms
Ha XBUIMHOUKY.

| MOB HypOK nepnn Ti

Ha MopcbkoMy fHi,

CKBamnHo TaK Miii cnyx noBuB
Bci cnosa ii.

Oue Tas crTexeuka
13BMBaETLCA,

Ay MeHe cepAeHbKo
Po3puBaeTbes.

3anarno Ha gHi ioro
Te BaXKe 4yyTTA:

TyT Ha Biku 3ry6neHuii
3mucn TBOro ByTTS.

Bce, L0 Halifopoxye €
HaityntobneHe,
Yum gywa xwuea 6yna,
TyT 3arybneHe.

Yum gywa xvea 6yna,
Yum nuwana cA...
Oue Taa cTexeuka,
LLLo6 3ananacs!

IBaH ®paHKo (1856-1916)
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23. Here is the Little Footpath...

Here is the little footpath

Through which the maiden walked
The one who took away
Happiness from my heart.

Here she went

Dancing,

With someone else,

Chatting with her sweetheart.

After her foot steps

I ran as if insane;

With tears in my eyes

| kissed the dust of her passing feet.

Like a stem

That drowns in waters,

My eyes loved the sight of her,
If only for a moment.

And like the necklace of pearls
On the bottom of the sea,

My ear was swiftly catching
Her every single word.

Here is the small footpath
Which becomes a road,
While my poor heart

Is tom apart.

Deep in my heart

| have a heavy feeling:
Here forever is lost

The reason of my being.

Everything that is most dear,
and most lovable,

What made the soul alive,

Is here, forever lost.

What made the soul alive,
What made the soul proud...
Was this little footstep.

May it go ablaze!

lvan Franko (1856-1916)

Translated by Héléne Turkewicz-Sanko
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24. >KiHoue cepug!

XKiHoue cepue! Yu TO nig CTyAeHWIA,

Uu 3anallHWin YyfoBUiA LBIT BECHW?

Uun cBiTno micaua? OroHb CTpallHeHHNHA,
Lo HUWuTL Bee? Ymn Tn, 9K TUXi CHU

HeBUHHOCTI? YW AK TOW CTAT BOEHHWIA,
LLlo ao no6ign knmue? Un TepHum,

Uy poxi nnoguw? AHren TM Hafg3eMHui
Yu AEMOH NHOTWIA 3 nekna ranbuHn?

Yum 6’eLuca Tn? Fka TBOA N1H060B?
B wo Bipnw? Yum xusew? Yoro Gaxaetu?
B 4im 3MiHHe Tu1, a B 4iMm nocTiiiHe? Mos!

TV OKeaH: MaHWLLI i NOTONNAEL;
Tw paii, 4o6yTuii 3a LjiHy OKOB.
Tu NiTo: rpiew Bpa3 i rPOMOM Y61BAELL.

IBaH dpaHko (1856-1916)
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24. Heart of a Woman

Heart of a woman! Are you the frozen ice

Or the wonderful aromatic scent of the bloom in Springtime?
Or the light of the moon? the terrifying fire

That destroys all? Are you like silent dreams of

Innocence? Or like the military banners

That call for battle? Are you producing black thorns
Or roses? Are you an extraterrestrial angel

or an angry demon from the depth of Hell?

Are you a fighter? How is your love?

In what do you believe? How do you exist? What do you wish?
What is changing in you, and what is permanent? Answer!

You are the ocean: you enchant and drown;

You are heaven at the price of shackles.

You are the Summer: you give warmth and then you kill with thunder.
Ivan Franko (1856-1916)

Translated by Hélene Turkewicz-Sanko
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25. Tak, T Mosi nMpaBavBa /it060B

Tak, TM MOsi NpaBavBas N06OB,

Ta, WO He CY[PKEHO B XWTTI 1A BAOBO/IbHUTLCS;
Tw HanTalHIWWiA NOpMB TOM, L0 6ypUTb KPOB,
MigHocuTb rpyab, Ta 6a - HIKOAN He CMOBHUTLCA.

Tw TOV HalKpawiuid cniB, WO B YaC BITXHEHHS CHUTLCSA,
Ta we Hikonu cniB ans cebe He 3HAMLLOB;

Twv CNaBHWIA NOABUT TOW, L0 A 6 Ha HHOFO MLUOB,

Ko6 Bipa cunbHas i Moryyas fecHuus.

K 3ry6neHy /1l060B, HECTIOBHEHE GaxkaHHs,
HeBucniBaHuiA cniB, repoiicbke NOpuBaHHs,
FK BCe HaliBULLEE, YUM [yLLY S KOPMIHO.

AK TOW OroHb, WO Bpas3 i rpie i NoXxmpae,
FAK cMepTb, L0 3a6mBa 1 BIg MyK OC/1I060HSE,-
OTak, Kpacasuue, i 5 Tebe o610,

IBaH PpaHko (1856-1916)
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25. Yes, You Are My True Love

Yes, you are my true love,

The one that fate does not allow to please;

You are the most secret passion, which rushes through my veins,
Fills my lungs, then - O, well, never materializes.

You are the most beautiful song, the song one dreams as he sighs
But which has not yet found its words;

You are the glorious exploit, for which | would be heading

If | had a strong faith and a powerful right hand.

Like love lost, like wish unfulfilled,

Melody unsung, heroic impulse,

Like everything supreme, with which | feed my soul,

Like this fire, which at the same time gives heat and devours,
Like death, which kills and frees from torment,

This is how | love my beauty.

Ivan Franko (1856-1916)

Translated by Hélene Turkewicz-Sanko



26. BoHa CniBa

BoHa cniBa - i cepus MOpyBaHHS

Y 3ryku Ti BOHa Nepenuaa;

[opsATb orHem 6e3MipHOro KoXaHHs
Ii niceHb Nekyuii cnosa.

BoHa cniBa - i o4i monogoi

FACHilW o 30p 3acanu is-nig Bii...

O, CKiNbKWM B IX HE3/TOMHOT Hagil,

O, CKiNbKyM B X Ha LWAacTs Ntobux mpin!

Hexait cniga, Hexaii Ti cnisu n0Tbes,
Xaii oui Ti i cAOTb | CMitOThCS,
| Xxail OroHb KOXaHHs B iX ropuTb!

Hexaii cnisa! Yapyre Bxe Takas
He 3augiTe BeCHa_'|'|7| 30/10Tas,
fAKa uBiTe B Aywi i L0 MUTb!

Bopuc MpiHyeHko (1863-1910)



* 67 *
26. She Sings

She sings - and every impulse of her heart
She pours into those notes that she prolongs,
And all the burning diction of her songs
Flames with fire of passion and of art.

She sings - and youthful eyes with ardent zeal

Under her brows shine forth, than stars more bright...
How much of dauntless hope is in their light,

How many dreams of rapture they reveal!

Then let her sing, and let her songs beguile,
And let those eyes of hers both flash and smile,
And let the fire of love within them blaze!

Yet, let her sing! Since for no second time
The golden spring will blossom thus sublime
And from her soul burst forth in vocal praise!
Boris Hrinchenko (1863-1910)

Translated by C.H. Andrusyshen and Watson Kirkconnell



27. MNuTtaHHA MaBKu

"Uun y niogeii napytoTbCa HafoBro?"
"Ta BXe X HaBik!"

"Ce TakK, K ronyom ...
$1 Yacom 3a3fpusia Ha iX: TaK HDDKHO
BOHW KOXatTbCA...A A He 3Hat0
HIYOro HiXXKHOro, OKpiM 6epesu,
3a Te X 1T /i CECTPULEO B3VBAIO;
afie BOHA 3aHaATO BXe CMYTHa,
Taka 6niga, noxwna Ta Xypavea.-
$ YyacTo nnavy, AVBNSAYUCH Ha HET.
OT BIfIlbXM He M0G0 - BOHA LLOPCTKA.
OcvKa BCe MeHe YOoroch /AKae;
BOHa 1 cama 601TbCs - BCE TPEMTUTD.
[y6un nosaxHi HagTo. [nka poxa
3a4MpnmnBa, Tak camo W rnig i TepeH.
A fACeHb, KNeH i ABip - ropgoBuTI.
KanuHa TakK XM3yeTbCs Kpacoto,
L0 baingy>xe i 4O BCbOro Ha CBITi.
Taka, 3[aeTbeca, Ii 9 6yna Topik,
Ane Tenep MeHi YOMYCb Te NMPUKPO ...
AK pobpe 3BaXUTH, TO A Y Nici
30BCIM CaMOTHS ...!I"

Neca Ykpainka (1871-1913)
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27. Mavka’s Quest

"Among humans, do couples wed and stay together for a long time?"
"Of course, forever!"
"Ah! The doves are like that.
Sometimes | observed them and envied them.
rhey love each other so tenderly and sweetly.
As for me, | do not know anything
Sweeter than the birch tree,
That is why | call it my little sister;
But she is too pale and sad in my opinion;
She is too sad with her head bowed down full of sorrow.
Often she makes me weep, just looking at her.
I do not like the alder (tree) —it is too rough.
The aspen or trembling poplar somehow frightens me;
It seems also afraid of itself —trembling so, all the time.
ITre oak trees are too serious. Brier, the wild rose,
Is too prickly and so are the hawthorns and the black thorn.
Proud are the ash tree, the maple and the plane-sycamore.
The guelder-rose is so wrapped up in her beauty,
And does not care anymore for anything else in this world.
It seems that | was like her last year.
Now something happened to me and | feel
| am a stranger in my own dear woods.
| feel very much alone !.,"

lisia Ukrainka (1871-1913)

Translated by Héléne Turkewicz-Sanko
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28. MopapyHoK MaBsku

"0, He Xypwucsa 3a Tino!
FICHUM BOTHEM 3aCBIiTW/IOCh BOHO,
YUCTUM, MaNounM, SK Ao6pe BUHO,
BiflbHWMM iCKpamu Bropy 3/eTino.

Nerkwid, nyxkuid nonineup
NSKe, BEPHYBLUMCS, B PigHY 3eMANLIO,
BKYnNi 3 BOZOIO TaM 3pOCTUTb BepbuLto, -
CTaHe MOYaTKOM TOAI Mill KiHeup.

ByayTb NPUXOANTKN NIOAN,
B6oOri 1 6arati, Beceni i CymHi,
pagoLi v Tyry HeCTUMyTb MeHi,
M NpoOMOBAATK AyLlla mos byge.

£ 06i3BYyCA f0 HUX
LLeNecToM TUXMM BEPGOBOT Fifiku,
r0/10COM HIDXKHWUM TOHKOI COMISIKK,
CMYTHUMU pocamu BiTiB MOTX.

£ im Togi npocniBato
BCe, WO KOMUCb TW [/151 MeHe CniBas,
LLe AK HanpoBeCHI TYT BUrpaBas,
Mpii 36Mparoun B raio ...

[pain e, KoxaHwii, 6narato!"

JNecs YkpaiHka (1871-1913)
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28. Mavka’s Bequest

"O do not worry about the body!
It blazed up with a bright flame
Pure, strong, like a good wine.
It became free sparks flying upward.
Light floating ash, it will, in its turn
Settle down, returning to the native land
Together with water’s help, a weeping willow will grow
It will be my end and my beginning!
People will come
Poor and wealthy, happy and sad,
Bringing me joy and sorrow.
To them, my soul shall speak.
| shall answer them
With the soft noise of the quivering leaves,
With murmuring willow branches
With the delicate voice of a gentle slender flute
And the sad dew of my branches.
Then | shall sing to them
Everything: all that once, you sang to me, long ago,
In Uray’s Spring; as once you played
Collecting dreams in the forest’s groves and depths.
Play, my Love, play, | do beseech thee!"

Lesia Ukrainka (1871-1913)

Translated by Hélene Turkewicz-Sanko
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29. Tuxo, Tuxo [lyHaih Bogy Hece
Tuxo Tuxo [lyHail Bofy Hece,
A Lie Tuxue fiBKa KOCy YeLle.
BoHa velle Ta i Ha [yHaii Hece:
"lMnuBKM, Koco, NAvBY 3a BOAOHO,

A 5 nigy cnigom 3a To60t0.

MpuUnNAnBEMO K 3eN1eHOMY NyTYy,
Ckaxy T06i BCto mputyry."

Han [lyHaem fBip 3en1eHeHbKMiA,
IMig ABOPOM KOHWK BOPOHEHbKMIA.

Mig ABOPOM KOHWK BOPOHEHbKMIA
Ha KOHMKY K03aK MOMIOAeHbKMIA.

Oif BiH CUAUTB, Y CKPUMOYKY rpae
CTpyHa CTPYHi TUXO MPOMOB/ISE:

“Hema Kpato Tuxomy [lyHato,
Hema BnyHYy BAOBUHOMY CUHY.

Hewma BNnHy BAOBUHOMY CUHY
LLlo 38iB 3 yma XopoLly AiBunHY."

PonbKIOpHa NicHA
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29. Silently, Silently the River Flows...
Silently, silently the River flows,
Even more silently the maiden combs her hair.
She combs it and brings it to the River
"Float my hair after the waters,
And | will follow you.

We will swim to the a green plain overgrown with bushes,
I will tell you all my sorrow."

Above the River, a green maple tree,
Under the maple tree, a black horse.

Under the maple tree, a black horse,
On the horseback, a young Kozak.

He is sitting, playing violin
Quietly the strings tell one another:

"There is no end to the quiet River,
There are no more restraints for the widow’s son.

There are no more restraints to the widow’s son
Who led a maiden to become insane."

Folksong

Translated by Héléne Turkewicz-Sanko
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30. Cpi6Ha LlapisHa

Twuxo, TUX0 [lyHaii Bogy Hece,
A e TuxLwe fiBya Kocy uelle,
Kpaii cuHboro mops,
FAK paHHAa 30p4,
Ha Kpyui cisie,
Yelwe Kocy, Yewle pycy,
Yelwue i cnisae...

LLlo npoyewle, Ha [yHali nyckae,

A rpebiHUYMK MOB 30/10TOM Fpae.
pae 30n0TMi1 BoONoC,
A cpibepHuii ronoc
[3BOHUTb i NyHaE,

3 CMIXOM COHLA NepAn B CTPYHM
CpibHi poscunae.

Twuxo, Tuxo, [yHait B MOpe TOHe

B caliBi 43BOHATL YyAOAINHI TOHK,
Ocb K03aK o 6010
MnuBe 3a BofoMO
Cnyxa i He 3Hae,

Un A3BiH A3BOHUTb, MiCALb CXOAUTD,
Un 30psa 30pse!

| Kpaca ik COHUe 3acninuna oui,
JlnHe npomix Kpyui, Ae Boga Knekoue -
MeHi CyMHO, CYMHO
LLlo xToCcb Tak 6e3yMHO
MuaBcs 3a Kpacoto -
Po36mB 4oBeH Ta i NOPUHYB
B kpyu4ax nig Bogoto...

Bacunb MavoBcbKkuin (1878-1942)
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30. The Silvery Princess

Silently, silently the River carries waters
Even more silently the Maiden combs her hair
On the seashore of the blue sea,
Like the morning star
on the steep slope,
She combs her hair, her golden hair
And combing she sings...

The hair she pulls out she throws in the River
And the comb seems to play with gold.

The golden hair also plays

And the silvery voice,

Rings and echoes,
With the sun’s laughter, spilling pearls

in the silvery strings.

Silently, silently, the River disappears into the sea,
The glorioles sing fabulous tones,

Now the Kozak, who follows

the waters to war,

listens and cannot make out
Whether a bell is ringing, the moon is rising

Or the morning star appearing.

And the Beauty, like the sun blinding the eyes,
Spouting among the bushes where the waters bubble -
It makes me sad, very sad
That some one so insanely
Rushing after this Beauty -
Broke the boat and submerged it
In the bushes under water...

Vasyl’ Pachovs’kyi (1878-1942)
Translated by Hélene Turkewicz-Sanko
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31. XBuns

Tam, ge Bepbu XunioTb BiTH,
Tam fie 1031 CTPYHKO THYTbCA,
Tam, Ha 03epi POCKILLHIM,
XBuUnsa cpibHas xuna.

BpaHLi KyyepaMu rpanacb
B umncTe 03epo avBMnach
| y 3aTuWwKy nig nmctam
Konuxanacb Ha iomy.
["acHe geHb, 3niTae Beuip,
Beuip 03epo uinye,
KyTa 3emnto B TeMHI watu
| TymaHu poscTuna.
CpibHuiA Micaub BUNAMBaAE,
Micsupb 03epo uinye,
XBUW/O MPOMIHEM NTOCKOYE,
LLIo6 po3bypkaTtu of CHY.
XBWNS 04i POCKPUBAE,
MoTaraetbes, 3ITXaE,
M/IOCHO AMBUTLCA Ha MicALb,
YcmixaeTbes nomy.
Beuip B CpibHiiA Mnii pocTaHys,
Hiy cnycTunacs Ha 3emnto,
Posnnnacsa no-Hag, Heto
| B3Ana B 06iiMK Kpun.
XBUWNA KOCW POCMYCKaE,
Y6ipaeTbCs B KaMiHHS, -
B nepnu, AX0HTK, Tonasm,
B cpi6no, 30n0T0, cmaparg,.
XBWUNS KOTUTLCS MO BOAAX,
XBuns rpae, 6pu3ka HUMK,
lMopunHae B iX CBaBi/IbHO
| roiigaeTbes Ha ix.

HyTbCA SiceHi [0 XBWNi,

"HyTbCA SBOPW | KBITH,

HyTbCA BepbyW, THYTLCA 103U,

THETLCH, XUANTLCA KOMULLL.
CTorHe sceHb: "CpibHa xBune!"
CTOrHe sceHb: "Jltoba XBure,
['NAHb Ha MeHe M0JI040ro,
FAK 3 KOXaHHA B’AHY ...

FAK Mili INCT 3eNEHNIA XOBKHE,

TeMHi Kyuepi CivyTbCa,

CKiflbKK C/1i3 B 04ax Y MeHe,

CKinbkn CMyTKy Ha gyuwi...”



31. The Wave

There, where the weeping willows bend their branches,
There, where the straight reeds also bend,

There, on a blissful lake,

Lived a silvery wave.

In the morning she played with her locks
And mirrored at herself in the lake.
And in a peaceful comer under the foliage
She rolled and rocked upon the lake.

The sun goes down, the evening sets in;

The evening kisses the lake’s waters,

Embellishes the earth in dark garments

And spreads the mists.
The silvery moon sets on its course,
The moon kisses the lake’s waters,
Tickling the wave with its reflection
To dispel the wave’s sleep.

The wave opens her eyes

She stretches and she sighs

Languorously looking

and smiling at the moon.
The evening has set in silvery haze,
The night came down
And rolled itself over the earth
Taking it in its wings’ embrace.

The wave frees her braided hair,

She dresses up in precious stones, -

In pearls, diamonds, topaz,

In silver, gold and emeralds.
The wave is rolling over the waters,
The wave is playing, splashing them;
Freely diving into waters,
And rocking herself among them.

The ash trees bend themselves to the wave,

And so do the maples and the flowers,

And long-leaved willow trees, and the straight reeds,

And so does the bending-and-bowing bulrush.
The ashtree sighs: "Silvery wave!"
The ashtree sighs: "Darling wave!
Glance at me; 1 am young and
Withering because | am in love..."

"How my green leaves are turning yellow

And grayish locks already show,

How many tears are in my eyes!

How much sorrow in my soul!"
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LLlenye xBuns: "Jtobuin sceHb!™
LLenye xBuns: "TNLLIHWIA ACEHD,
£ X AaBHO Tebe Koxalo...
Tw He Bipnw? BigHa A..."
FAceHb M€, ACEHb CAe
flceHb BiTV npocTarae,
LLLo6 06HATK CPiGHY XBUAIO
| Npo CMYTOK pO3Kasatb.
XBUNS X BXe BTEKTW ycnina
XBUWNS X BXE [aBHO CMieTbCA
| y AceHa nuTae:
"HeBxe Kpawa A of Bep6?"

[CHyTbCA 103K, WwenuyTh: "Xsune!"
HyTbCs N03K WenyyTb: "/oba!"”
Mokoxaii Hac cpibHa XBure:
Mwu BpognuBi i THyuKi.
AK HaliKpaLlyo nepanHy
bepexe rnnooke mope,
TaK, CXMNMBLUMCL Haf TO6OL,
Bepertumem mu Tebe.
BpaHui My He MycTUM NPOMiHb,
LLlo6 Te6e BiH He po36ypKas,
He pos3BisiB Mpiii poxeBnx
Cnokiit TBili He 3BOpyLUMB."
LLlenye xBuns: "J1t06i nosn™
LLlenye xBuna: "Mwni nosmu!"
£ K [aBHO BXe Bac Koxato,
B’AHy, COXHy i MOBUYY..."
Jlo3n MNitoTb, N03K CAOTH
J1031 BiTW NPOCTAraloTh,
LLLo6 06HATK CpibHY XBWMHO
| Ha cmepTb 3auinyBsartsb.
XBUNA X BXe [aNEeKO NETLCA
| Haf no3amu rnysye:
""eln, BW, 103U KPUBOGOKi!
Xaii Bac nto6naTb Kommwwil"

THyTbCA KBITU WenyyTb: "XsBune!"
CHyTbCA KBITU WenyyTb: "/obal"”
Buiign Tv go Hac Ha beper:
Mwu Koxaemo Tebe...
TyT, Ha 6epesi 3eneHim,
JIn0TbCs NaxoLyi Yyaosi,
LLlenecTaTb KasKn OCOKM,
Pocu cunnoTbea BHOYI".
LLlenye xsuns: "MWLWHI KBITK"
LLlenye xBuns: “J1t06i KBiTH!
Bw He 3HaeTe i fgoci,
LLlo gaBHO nto6nto 5 Bac..."
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The wave whispers: "Dear ashtree!"
The wave whispers: "Beautiful ashtree,
I have been in love with you from way back...
You do not believe me? O poor dear me..."
The ashtree melts with joy, the ashtree shines,
The ashtree stretches his branches,
To embrace the silvery wave
And tell her about his melancholy.
The wave managed to elude him
The wave has been laughing, from way back!
And she asks the ashtree:
"Am | not more beautiful than the willows?"

The reeds bend and whisper: "Wave!"
The reeds bend and whisper: "Darling!
Love us a little, silvery wave:
We are splendid, we are supple.
Like the best pearls
Keep the deep sea
So we bend over you
And will protect you.
In the morning we will keep away the sunbeams
So that they will not awaken you
And disperse your rosy dreams,
And disturb your peace."
The wave whispers: "Darling reeds!"
The wave whispers: "Sweet reeds!
| have been in love with you, from way back!..
Withering, dying and silent!..."
The reeds melt with joy, the reeds shine,
The reeds stretch themselves,
To embrace the silvery wave
And kiss her until she can stand no more.
But the wave is long gone
And makes fun of them:
"Hey, you, one-sided-bent reeds,
Let the bulreeds love you!"

The flowers bend whispering: "Wave!"
The flowers bend whispering: "Darling!
Come out to meet us on the shore
We love you so...
There on this green shore,
Fantastic scents fill the air,
The reed-grass tells fairy tales,
Dew drops are pouring though the night."”
The wave whispers: "Sweet flowers!"
The wave whispers: "Darling flowers!
Is it possible that you do not know yet
That I have been in love with you from way back?"
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KBiTW cAOTb i pagitoTh,
KBIiTM MWIOTbCS POCOIO,
XOouyTb XBUMIO 3aKBITYATU
| 6apBiHKaMun 06BUTb.

XBuWNas X BXe [aBHO CMieTbCA

| Haf, KBiTaMU rnysye:

"l"ein BW, KBITW, NHOBITb TPasMK,-

A poaunack He anga sac!™

B’eTbcs BiTep, wenye: "Xsune!"
BeTtbes BiTep, wenuve: "/lo6a!
Mokoxaii MeHe BpoaMBa:
Cminuii 6yiHuiA, BINbHWUIA 5!
# Bi3bMy Tebe Ha Kpuna
3 LpOro o3epa TiCHOro,
LLlo 3akpuTO fepesamu
| 3aKyTO B 6Geperu,
£ 3 T06010 NO6YBato
| Ha ropax, i Ha Xmapax,
1 3 T0000 06T
Lliny semnto, uinuii ceit!"
LLlenye xsuns: "ByiiHuii BiTpe!"
LLenye xBunsa: "Cminuii sitpe!"
# 6yna faBHO TBOEIO
| 30cTaHycs no BiK".
BiTep TuxHe, BiTEep Mnie,
Xoue XBUMKO B3AATb B 06iliMu,
XBWUNA X BXe MipHyna B BOAY
| cmieTbCa fechb B BOA;.

CTOrHe siceHb Haf, BOAOIO;
CTOrHYTb N103K, ry6MiTh CNbO3MN,
B’aHyTb KBIiTW, Nnaye BiTep,
XBUNSA X 3HOB LUYTKYE 3 KMMCb.

Onekcangp Oneco (1878-1944)
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The flowers melt with joy, they shine,
The flowers bath in the dew,
They want to adorn the wave with flowers,
And wrap her up in periwinkle.
But the wave has been laughing from way back,
And she makes fun of the flowers:
"Hey, you, flowers, love the grass, -
I was not bom to be with you!"

The wind whirlpools and whispers: "Wave"
The wind whirlpools and whispers: "Darling!
Love me, beautiful one:
I am daring, forceful, free!

1 will take you on my wings

From this narrow lake,

All covered up by trees

And limited by shores.
With you | will dwell
On the mountains, and on the clouds,
With you | will travel throughout
The whole earth, the whole world. ”

The wave whispers: "Forceful wind!”

The wave whispers: "Daring wind!

I have been yours from way back,

And | will remain yours for ever!"
The wind calms down, the wind melts with joy
He wants to take the wave in his embrace.
But the wave already dived into the waters
And is laughing somewhere underneath.

The ashtree sighs over the waters

The reeds also, shedding their tears.
The flowers wither, the wind cries.
The wave is flirting with someone else.

Oleksandr Pies’ (1878-1944)

Translated by Hélene Turkewicz-Sanko
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32. Tn He npuiAwna...

Tw He nNpuiAina B BeYipHIi yac...
be3 Tebe feHb BMUPaB CbOrOAHI;
be3 Tebe 3axif CMyTHO rac

| coHue cxoamnno B 6e304Hi...

Tw He NpwuiAna B BeYipHIN vac.

Tebe 3paBanoch, Xaano mMope,
| BCe He racnm ckeni rip,

| BCe AMBUIUCA B NPOCTOPMU...
| JOBrO X OCTaHHil 3ip
LLlykas Te6e i rac Ha mopi.

Tw He NpuiAna B BeYipHiil yac...
CaMOTHbO COHLIe NOMpOLLANoCh

| CyMHO, CyMHO fieHb morac...
Korocb MOB cepLie He AibXAanoch
XTOCb He NPUILLIOB B BEYIPHIi yac.

OnekcaHap Onecb (1878-1944)
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32. You didn’t come...

You didn’t come this evening...

Without you, the day was dying today,
Without you, the sunset sadly slipped away,
And the sun disappeared in the abyss.

You didn’t come this evening.

It seems that the sea was waiting for you

And the mountainous cliffs kept their vigil.

They were looking into space,

And for a long time their last look

Was searching for you before it vanished into the sea.

You didn’t come this evening...

The sun parted lonely,

And sadly, sadly the day vanished...

It was as if the heart was expecting someone this evening,
And this someone did not come.

Olexandr Oles’ (1878-1944)

Translated by Helene Turkewicz-Sanko



33. Ak 61 a mir

Hy, gK 61 2 mir 6e3 TBOEI yCMiLLKN?
He Mir 61 A 6a4nTb Hi TpaB KOMXaHHS,
Hi nornagy rip, Hi TpemMTiHHA Gepesu,
Hi B 03epi TiM pA6OTIHHSA, OfCOHHS...

Mwu B nici XuBeM. MOB Ha AHi OKeaHy.
YpaHL,i NpocHeLLcs - OiA, BUCOKO X Hebo!
"eH BMCOKO B Hebi xeHe BiTep xmapu!

A COHLEe MiXX MCTOM, a iBOArK LieberT,
A Wym niTaka, Lo Bpa3 TMLLY npopixe!

Konwn Tv npadoew, g 6avy, SK BCA TU
3pocCTaeLlcs 3 A4iNOM, y pUTM YBIXOAULL.
Togai go poboTn MeHe iwe binbLue

LLOCb TSATHe BE/UKE, SIK COHLIE 6AMCKYYe,
AK NOrnsg 3AMBOBaHNI KBITKM... (1965)

Maeno TuunHa (1891-1967)
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33. How Could I Live...

Well, how could | live if I lacked your sweet smile?
| never would see swaying ferns or the grasses,

nor vista of mountains, nor shiver of birch-tree,

nor ripple on lake, nor sun-dapple that passes.

We live deep in the woods. As in deeps of the ocean.
We wake in the morning. How high is the sky!

Up high in the sky the wind drives the cloud-castles,
sunlight sifts through the leaves, gold orioles cry,

and zoom of a plane breaks at times all the silence!

And when you are working, | see you are lost entirely
in creation, and fuse with its rhythm.

And then to my work | am drawn even more,

by something much stronger than the gleam of sunshine
or the surprised glancing of a flower...

Pavlo Tychyna (1891-1967)

Translated by Héléne Turkewicz-Sanko
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34. Bu 3HaETe, SIK /ivna LIenecTuTb ...

Bu 3HaeTe, SK nvMna wenecTuTb

Y MiCAYHi BECHSHI HOYi?
KoxaHa cnuTb, KoxaHa CMuTb,
Mign 36yan, uinyi i oui.
KoxaHa cnuTsb ...

Bw uynmn x 60: Tak nnna LWenecTuTb.

Bu 3HaeTe, K cNNATbL cTapi rai? -
BoHu Bce 6ayaTb Kpi3b TyMaHu.
OH micsALp, 30pi, CONOB’ T ...
«f TBill» - Aecb YytoTb AigyraHu.
A conos’1i! ...
Ta BW BXe 3HaETe, 9K CnnATh rail

Maeno TuumHa (1891-1967)
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34. You Know How the Linden Tree Whispers ...

You know how the linden tree whispers

In the springtime, at night, by the light of the moon?
My love sleeps, my love sleeps,
Let’s go and wake her up, kiss her eyes.
My love sleeps ...

You heard because of the way the linden tree whispers.

Do you know how the old grove sleeps?

It sees everything, even through the fog.
Here is the moon, here are the stars, the nightingales...
"l am yours," overheard the old grove.
And those nightingales ...

Well] You already know, how the old grove sleeps!

Pavlo Tychyna (1891-1967)
Translated by Héléne Turkewicz-Sanko



35. TMi3Hi conoB’i

Y)e BecHa BifCBATKyBasa
CBOI BMLLIHEBI BeCinss,
Y>e o NiTHLoro npuyana
Mnuee 3annigHeHa 3emns,

B)ke KONoc BUHMK Ha SIYMEH,
OToX, 3paBasock 61, nopa
[TiCHI MOKMHYTY LWaneHi,

FAK MyApICTb KaXe Ham CTapa,

Bxxe nigpoctyTb Hebapom giTu,
| iM HacTynHoi BeCHU

Camum cnisatu i nto6UTH
Cepef, pACHOT MYLLMHMN,-

MpoTe B cpibnucTim Bep60nosi,
TaeMHi CnifbHUKK MOT,

He nigkopmBLum cepusa nposi,
CniBatoTb Mi3Hi CONOB™.

Makcum Punbebkuii (1895-1964)



*gg*

35. Late Nightingales

The spring has finished its wassailing
For cherry-blossom wedding time,
The fruitful earth’s already sailing
In summer’s harbor, moored its line.

Already ripe the barley-ears,

It seems the time has come to leave
Behind the wild songs of young years -
So sages would have us believe.

The young soon grow and wish to rove,
The coming spring to them belongs -
And then throughout the wooded grove
They too will love and sing their song.

But in the silver pussy-willow,

I have a secret company

Whose hearts defy time’s prose - still mellow,
Late nightingales sing there for me.

Maxim Ryl’s’kyi (1895-1964)

Translated by Gladys Evans
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36. LiBinm akauii naxyui

LiBinn akauii naxyui,
i pag ninen 6inisca,
poCNK KOHBanii KBiTYyui,
6apBiHOK 3eNeHiBCH,
Mane ceno Lgino-ryno,
Ha 3MKY rapHo TyT 6yno,
KO/IN CloAW i3 Helo MaHzpyBas,
11 32 pyKy NpoOBOAXas...
MwHynocs,
Ta He 3abynocs!

3 nperapHuX KBITIiB y cafikax
CTMpPYUTL came 6aannns, -
Tak i 3 1060Bi Hawwof
oiA, He 6yno Becinna!...
TakK rapHo TyT 6yn0 BECHOLO,
TenseHbKo BIAB BiTEpeLb,
Ta OCb MOBIANO 3MMOIO,
NtoBOoBI 11 pagoLyam KiHewb!
MuHynocs,
Ta He 3abynocs!

Bacunb MpeHmxa-JoHebkuii (1897-1974)
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36. The Odorant Acacias Were in Bloom

The odorant acacias were in bloom,
And a row of flowering white lilies,
And so were the the lilies-of-the-valley,
And the periwinkle was as green as ever,
The little village was thriving in merry walks
And it felt so good here on the fortress,
When | was coming here with her for a promenade,
Escorting her, holding her hand...
It is all gone,
But not forgotten!

Of the most beautiful flowers in little gardens,
Only the stems stand out, -
And so it is of our love,
Which, alas, did not end in a wedding!..
It felt so good, here, in the springtime,
A warm little wind was blowing,
But then it blew in the cold winter,
And with it, the end for love and pleasures!..
It is all gone,
But not forgotten!

VasyP Grendzha-Dons’kyi (1897-1974)

Translated by Héléne Turkewicz-Sanko
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37. Mapii

AK6M NOMHOXUTK OBOB YCiX NHOAEN,

Ty wo 6yna, Wo € i wo notim byae -

TO 6yfe Hiv ... Mos X Nto6oB, K AeHb ...
He 3HalOTh LUe YyTTH Takoro MAu.

AK6K 3i6paTn 3 Heba BCi 3ipKn

i BCi COHLS 3 yCiX Hebec Ha CBITI; -
MO$i Nt06OB ropiTUME ApKiLLl

3a BCi COHUA Ha TMUCAYi CTONITTIB ...

AK6KM 3ipBaTb KBITKM 3 YCIX NNaHeT,

Lo BiTEp X Nig 30psiMU KonuLle,-

MOS N1000B NaxTiTUMe MiLHiwe

Haj KBiTW BCi Kpi3b POKiB BiYHWIA neT ...

AK6Y 3i6paTb KpacyHb YCiX BIKiB,

noB3 MeHe Xail ilyTb BOHU 6e3 Kpato,-
Mapii 2 Ha HUX He NPOMIHAIO,

Hi OAHI 3 HUX He BKNOHUTLCA Miid cniB.

Xaii oui X 3in110TbCA B 3ip OA4VH,

i B cepui 3ip ueit byge xail CBITUTH,-
3a4apyBaTb MeHe He 3MOXe BiH,
TBOIX 0O4eii oMy He 3aMiHUTW.

3 AKMX 3ipOK 3neTina TU cloau,

TOBapuLL Mild, i ApYr MiiA, i gpyxuHa? ...
CBIiTW X MeHi, CBIT MeHi 3aBXau,

Hag, 30pi BCi, 30psi MOsA eguHa!

Bonogumup Coctopa (1898-1965)



* 93 *
37. To Maria

If we were to multiply the love of mankind,

The love that was, that is and will be,

It would be pitch black...My love is bright as day ...
People have not yet experienced this feeling.

If we were to bring down all the stars from heaven,
All all the suns of all the heavens of the universe,
My love would bum brighter than

AH the suns for a millennium of centuries ...

If we were to gather all the flowers of all the planets,
That the wind rocks at dawn,-

The smell of my love would be stronger than

The perfume of all the flowers through eternity ...

If we were to reunite all the beautiful women of all times,
And let them pass by me to the infinite,

Maria, | would not even glance at them,

Not a single one of them would receive my song.

Even if their eyes were melting in one sight,

And shining in my very heart,

It could not possibly cast a spell on me,

Because it could not possibly equal the sight of your eyes.

From which star did you fall down here,
My companion, my dear friend, my wife?
Brighten my life, brighten it always,

You are the only one above all stars
Volodymyr Sosiura (1898-1965)

Translated by Hélene Turkewicz-Sanko
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38. LLlexepe3aga

A n’lo npus’any Tuwy cagy,
AK CTUrHe Ni3HUIA X0N0A0K
| cnyxato LLlexepasagy,

LLlo 3Hae TUCAYY Ka3ok.

[lo MeHe npocTarna LONoHi:
"A XAy faBHO Tebe - npuingn!"
A Ha 6naKnTHIn 060/10Hi
3puHae CpibHMIA MONOANIK.

3a caflom LapvHa i none.

eld, CKiNbKW ae Tyamn CTEXOK!
He nepecnyxato Hikonu
LLIexepe3agnHux Ka3ok!

Muxaiino Opaii-Xmapa (1889- 1938 ? Ha 3acnaHHi)
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38. Scheherazade

I drink at the withered garden’s peace
As the freshness of the night sets in,
And | listen to Scheherazade

Who knows a thousand tales.

She extended her hands:

"I have long been waiting for you - come!"
And on the blue vault of heaven

Appeared the silvery moon.

Behind the garden, the village gate and the fields!

Lord, look how many paths go there!

I will never be able to hear

All of Scheherazade’s tales.

Mykhailo Drai-Khmara (1889-1938? deported, fate unknown)

Translated by Héléne Turkewicz-Sanko
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39. To He 4 cToANa, Mamo

MoBena po3mMoBy mMaTu
i3 JOUKOH BOCEHM
6ins TMHY, 6ins xaTn,
KOJI0 6inoi CTiHW.

Po3moBnsna i nutana

CBOIO [OHbKY MO/oay -

3 KUM Tynsna, 3 KUM cTosna
y BULLIHEBOMY cagy.

-binga Toro nepenasy,
y CaflovKy Kpait cena
He cTosANa A Hipasy

i HiKoNK He byna.

-Oi1 Henpasay KaxeLl, A0YKO,
no o4ax ymnisHat...

XTO X CTOSIB Y TiM CafiouKy
B 6inimM NnaTTi y Maro?

- Mpu3Hatocb 04BepTo 1 NPAMO,-
04i j0/10M NoBeNa,-

TO He A CTOsANa, Mamo,

TO YyepeLueHbKa Lpinal

IBaH MoHYapeHko (1908- )
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39. That Was Not Your Daughter Who Stood There

Once a mother was conversing
with her daughter.

By the wooden railing palings,
By the whitewashed cottage wall.

She was asking, and demanding

Of her daughter, young and fair,

Whom she walked with, whom she talked with
in the cherry-orchard square.

"Near the creep-hole through the fencing
in the orchard, | declare

| have never once stood talking

And have never once been there."

"That’s a falsehood, oh my daughter,
and your eyes give you away!

Who then stood there in the orchard
in a fresh white dress in May?"

"l avow, and honestly now,"

And her eyes fell lower, lower.

"that was not your daughter stood there,
That was a cherry-tree in flower!"

Ivan Honcharenko (1908- )

Translated by Walter May
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40. Mosi JlemKiBHO

Tw NUWeL, WO YeKaew MeHe.

0, AK fobpe MaTh TBOE YeKaHHS,
Konn meHi TPUBOXHO i HE3aTULLHO, -
£ oropTatocb HUM-i MeHi Tennitue.

Mos JleMKiBHO,
KHSITVHE MOS,
Yua Tun, nodko,
a MOXe TU He €?
A MOXe, HSl YyeKall
MOXe, fiecb rnsgau,
To 4yom cs 60t0,
e csi He Haigem?
To YoM e cTpax ToM,
Xe €A He CTpiHeM,
cepue Mi CTyauT,
Mos JleMKiBHO?

Hi pa3sy He 6auus,

AK fgiByarta nneTyTb BiHKM Ha Kynany.
1, Kngatouu ix Ha piky,

KoxcHa Lwenye imM’a KoxaHoro.

Mos JleMKiBHO...

A BYOpa Mapwiochb, Lo HibK S Ha BONi )

| MU, B3BLUMCH 33 PYKM, /EMO BYIMLAMM NOPOXHLOIO MicTa.
A B nofepTiii copoui i 6ocuii...

He Moxy sarnsHyTu T06i B g,

B0 3 KOXKHOr0 BiKHa AMBAATLCA Ha Hac Noay,

Tak i He Bni3HaB Tebe.

Mos JleMKiHo...

Tak xo4eTbCs, WO6 XTOCh Hanucas MeHi...

Mos JleMKiBHO...

Muwkona Mopbaib (1941- )
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40. My Lemko Woman

You write that you are waiting for me

0 how good it is to know you are waiting,

When it is so uneasy and uncomfortable,

1 wrap myself in your waiting and | am feeling warmer.

My Lemko woman,
My queen
Do you exist, my love,
Or maybe not?
Or perhaps indeed you wait for me
And look for me somewhere.
So why am | so afraid
That we may not find each other?
Why do | get so frightened
That we may not meet?
And why does this thought turn my heart to ice,
My Lemko woman?

Not once did | see

How the girls make wreaths for the feast of Kupala.

And throwing them into the river,

Each one whispers the name of the loved one.

My Lemko woman...

Yesterday | dreamt that | was in a meadow

And we, holding hands, were going through the empty city’s streets.
I, wearing a tom shirt and bare of foot...

I cannot even glance at your face

Because from every window people are looking at us,

And so | did not get to know you.

My Lemko woman...

I have such a longing for someone who would write me a letter,...
My Lemko womam...

Mykola Horbal’ (1941- )

Translated by Hélene Turkewicz-Sanko
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41. Bina CumdoHis

Byno Ham Togi He A0 CMixy.
Hiu nigHsna 3aBicy -
6ina cMMAOHis cHiry
NAVBNA Hag Wornamm ficy.

A nic, K gpelidytoya LUXyHa,
CKpUMIB, Y Nb0AN 3aKyTWH ...
| xnonevp, 3BOPYLUMBO FOHUA,
CKa3as i3 J0pOoC/IMM CMYTKOM:

- Twv nicHa mos nebefuHa,
OCTaHHE MOE KOXaHHS ...
B Takomy BiLi tognHa
3aBX[W KOXaE BOCTAHHE.

Bo TO yXe crpasa rigHocT -
XWUTTA, 6ay, AK COH, NpoMaiiHyno.
MigniTkn gna conigHoctu

MYCATb MaTu MUHYSe.

3aBisHi cHirom BiTpuna
3BUCAIN, AK Bina rmuka ...

A TeX oMy LLOCb rOBOPUNa,
i TeX, MeBHO, LLOCb TpariyHe.

Byno koxaHHs thaTanbHe,
Maiixe 3 gpamu PocTaHa ...
A TiNbKW CHIr nam’aTtato,
OTOM, L0 JaBHO PO3TaHyB.

Biny cumdoHito cHiry,

LUXYHY, B /IbOAN 3aKyTY ...
A Ham 3 T060t0 - 0 CMixy!
A HaMm 3 T06010 He CMYyTHO!

Nina KocteHko (1930- )
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41. White Symphony

We saw nothing funny then.

As night raised its curtain -
a white symphony of snow
floated over a forest mountain.

Like a schooner chained in ice
creaked the drifting forest,
and a boy so touchingly young
spoke with adult sadness:

-You are my swan song,

my last love
and at an early age one’s love
is always very final.

Respect and dignity are crucial then
and life’s a transient dream,

so the young must all possess a past,
a solid dignity, it seems.

Like leaves of plants, hung forest’s sails
all limp and swept with snow,

I turned to him, no doubt, and spoke

of something tragic, something noble.

Our love was tragic and fatal

as if from a scene by Rostand ...
But I can only remember the snow,
the one that has long since gone.

A white symphony of snow

and a schooner chained in ice ...
Everything seems funny now,
nothing’s very sad!

Lina Kostenko (1838- )

Translated by D. S. Struk
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42.- MokoxawnTte w!

Ty, 10 A NOKOXATN HE 3MUT.
Linyinte T

Ty, iKY 5 He 3Mir LjinyBaTu.

£ NOBItOCA MpPaxoMm,

LLLo6 BnacTu KoxaHiii ao Hir.

#1 coBOIO 3neuy,

AbK nicHIo Npo 6inb Nnpocnisatu.
#1 He MaB TOro yacy,

Y KOTpWiA KOXatoTb XiHOK,

$1 He BMIB LjinyBaTW,
Po3mazaBun BipLui ry6amu.

bins nonbku - GaTir.

Haf TpyHOK MOEIO - LLIMHOK.

A HaBKO/10 - LiepPKOBKM
OTpy/HUMK, 3AMMK rpubamm.
A HaBKOJ/10 - reHA/I010Th
LLInHkamn, LepKBaMu, HOS6MU.
A HaBKo0s10 - cniBatoTb

| rNyXHYTb Of BNACHOIO KPUKY.
| HeMae KoxaHoT -

[lecb BOHa Tam, MeXu TbMU.

Ta xi6a Ti YyTHO -

ManeHbKy Taky, 6e3’A3uKy?
Be3’a3ukKi KoxaHi,

FAKNX A MoYyTH He 3Mir
Be3’a3unki noetu,

FAKi He YyMilOTb KpuyaTw.

A XUBY Y TIOPMI.

Bing nonbkM Moei - 6arTir.
B3noBex goporv Moet

CTaloTb cCamoepXKLi Ha yaTu.

A He Mato APYXUHN.

Y MeHe HeMa€e CUHiB.

Mos emb6nema ripka,

CoHue 6nvmae B Tennii Kaoxi.
A HalLaaKkn Moi, 4iTN 3 YOPHUX, CYMHUX MOTX AHIB,
To noemmn MOI* TO NiCHI MOI, Ty)XXHi Ta AyXi.
A - noet. A - oguH.

#1 cTynato B cMepTesbHi 60i.

A 3armHy Bxe ckopo -

Bipg 6pexeHb abo Big MeTany.
Uepes [0Bri poku

CaIT no6ayaTb OHYKW MOT,

LiTv BipwiB MOiX, Ta XIiHKW, WO MeHe 6 NOKoXau.

Bitaniii Kopotuu (1936- )
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42. - Love Her!

The one whom | had no chance to Love.
Kiss her,

The one whom | could not Kiss.

I’ll turn into dust

To fall at her feet.

I’ll fly as an owl,

To hoot the song of pain.

| did not have the time

In which women are loved.

| did not know how to Kiss,

Smearing the verses with lips.

Near my cradle - a whip.

Over my grave - a tavern.

And around the tiny churches

Haggard mushrooms.

And around me they haggle

Over taverns, over churches, over people.
And around me they sing

Growing deaf of their own clamor.
And she is not there, the beloved.

She is there, in the mob.

But can one hear her -

So tiny, so inarticulate?

Inarticulate lovers.

Whom | could not hear.

Inarticulate poets

Incapable of shouting.

I live in jail.

Near my cradle stands a whip.

My path is marked

By autocrats standing watch.

| don’t have a wife,

And | have no sons.

As a heavy emblem

The sun blinks in the puddle.

My progeny, children of black, heavy days,
These are my poems, my songs - lonely and strong.
I am a poet. | am alone.

I am entering into a deadly fray.

I’ll die soon -

From lies or from metal.

After long years

The world will see my grandsons,

The sons of my poems, and the women who could have loved me.
Vitalii Korotych (1936- )

Translated by Martha Bohachevsky-Chomiak
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43. Aka nobos!

Aka no6os! MuHyna wina BiYHICTb;
AK 5 Nt06VB. | MapyB fieHb 3a IHEM,
LU0 BCE Ce CMAMBe i NaM’ATb MPOMUHE
pO31yKY, reTb [0 TUTAN 1 KOMW BUBYEHY.
A 3HOBY iiay B Ty Kenito, MiX BIiT
XypnunBoi bepesn. Xpatu byay
AKICb He3BifaHi yyTTa NpubnyaHi,
Je LiHOoTa 06epTaEeThes Ha BCTU.
A Tam po3nyku Byze Ha 060X,
a byfe TaM 1 pagocTi HimOT -
BCiMa rpyabmMun BiguyTh goBruii 6opr
nepeg MUHYUM 3 GINM y3ronoB’am,
[ie LWe CTPYMYE ABIKO YOPHMX KiC
i ABIIKO JOBIMX PYK, MiTbMOK M’AHMX,
i ABiliKO YCT, 04 MPUCTPAcCTi 3axNaHHWX,
CMPOBaLKYIOTh 3HEHaLbKa nif ykic
OypHOT LHOTK. Tig neyvans i nig,
KPWI0 AIKOICh TPILIHULI CBATOT,
L0 flapyBasia Ham TaKi MoKof,
[ cnatb He COPOM i NO6UTB - He BCTUA,
[ie MOXKHa Bce 3abpatu i BigaaTw,
i cepefi HoYi CTPaTUTK MeXy
cobl camomy.

... B gpyra, B>iHKy, B MaTip
Befle Tebe 3a PyKy Lieapa i XypHa
TBOS KOXaHa.

Bacunb Ctyc (1938-1985)
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43. What Love!

What love! A whole eternity has passed
since | have loved and dreamed, day after day,
that all will flow away, but memories
will overcome the well remembered parting.
I go again into the cell, encompassed
by the branches of a sorrowful birch;
| shall await those vague unwanted feelings,
In which all chastity turns into shame.
There will be ample parting for us two,
and ample mute rejoicing there will be -
enough to feel wholeheartedly a debt
long due to memories of white bedstead,
on which a pair of raven tresses stream,
a pair of slender arms, with darkness drunk,
a pair of lips, so covetous of passion,
that leads us suddenly into the slanting
path of stupid chastity. The path
that leads under the wing and care of some
saint sinner, who gave us shelter of the kind
where neither sleep nor love nor need be ashamed,
where everything Is given and is taken,
where in the night all limits to one’s self
are lost...

Into a friend, a wife, a mother,
worried and giving, your beloved leads you
by the hand.

Vasyl’ Stus (1938-1985)

Translated by Jaropolk Lassowsky
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44. banafa nNpo KasMHOBY BiTb

Pa3 xnoneLpb BiTb KaIMHOBY NPUHIC 40 XaTw
| BUTECaB CONiNKy, W06, SK B Kaswui,
CNnoBa CUpiTKN BOOrOi MoYyTH

| nonnuena mMenopis He3HaHa

6e3 cni., 6e3 cnis,

ane CymHa, fIK Yaiiku nicHa Ha 6e3gonni.
Lle » neBHe Hefapma nereHia roMoHUTb,
LU0 cepue AiBYMHM

Y KeTArn YepBoHi Nepennnoch.

| 6onoTamu, mMaHiBLAMU

yepes Aeb6pi NIOACHKOrO rymy,

MiLLOB LWyKaTh

TY OAHY, EOAUHY

B LiIOMY CBITi Ka/InHYy.

A nig KanuHoto,

nig Tow X 60 €4MHOI,

AiByart i monoauub,

SK Mpiil noBoaas.

| KOXHa: XTO KETArOM YepBOHUM,

a XTO ICTKOM

npvmainmcs.

| KOXKHa Ka3Ky Ty OABIYHY 3Hae

npo Kpai camMOTHOCTI i coninyaHmnii xarb.

IpyHa Cracis- KanvHeub (1940- )
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44. The Ballad of the Guelder-Rose Twig

Once a boy brought home a guelder-rose twig.
And he whittled a flute, so that, as in a fable,

he could hear the words of the poor little orphan.
And an unknown melody flowed,

without words, without tears,

yet sad as the song of a seagull in the grip of misfortune.
Surely it’s not for naught a legend has it

that a girl’s heart

has flowed into the clusters of red.

And through the swamps, the labyrinthine ways,
through the jungles of human derision,

he set out to seek

the guelder-rose,

the one, the only one in the world.

And ’neath that guelder-rose,

beneath that one and only,

girls and maidens,

like a flood of dreams.

And garlanded, each one,

be it with the cluster of red,

or with a leaf.

And each one knows the eternal fable

about the edge of loneliness and the flute’s lament.

Iryna Stasiv-Kalynets’ (1940- )

Translated by Bohdan Yasen
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45. fiBoyi nanbLi

BoXe, CKiNlbKN CTOrOHY Ha NanbLsx,
CKiNbKM KpWKY B ronybmx ny4kax,

Ha 3ropinnx nanbusx, Ha 6ayKanbusx.
Ha cTaxganbuax HiXKHUX - Ha pyKax.

BoXe, CKiNbKN TOro MepexTiHHA

B nasibusx, B CNOBMBasbLAX FipKOTH,
B nnomeHsx HagcafHoOro CyMsiHHS,
13 AKUM NN TiHb MOSA Ha « TW».

CBITATbCA - 0 CBITNAYKKN, CBiTAHKM,
MouinyHKoOM BMUBaHI CBITH,
ManbynKn KOXaHKM-KaTopXKaHKu

3 Katopru nto6oBi-HIMOTH.

LLLo > 60 iM po6nTK, CTOAZUKUM -

| 6e3MOBHMM; cnanaxHeLl - MOMpeLL...
MpoK/MHA, Kpak CUHIM KPYKOM
[igHICTb NanbLiB, 6€3COPOMHICTb - TeXx!

COHEYOK M’ATIPKO... 3aCKHa...
Hagi MHOIO NanbYnKn-3ipKu...
UebpeLieBuid, B cepLie NOPUHAIOUNIA,
Meg Ball, pifHi, COHAYHO-TIPKWIA...

IBaH Opay (1936- )
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45. A Girl’s Fingers

God, the groans there are in fingers,
Cries of anguish in the bluish tips;

In the sultry fingers, the pleasure finders,
In the gentle sufferers, the hands.

God, how much of sweltering shimmer

In those fingers, swaddlers of woe,
Fire-torches of the grafted conscience

With which but my shadow dares be friends.

They shine - o fire-flies, sweet dawns,
World washed by kisses,
Finger-mistresses, lovers, slaves,

In silence toiling, in mute love.

What else can they do, the hundred-tongued
And mute; shine out, and you’ll die.

Curse, | curse and chop with a cold blue cry
The dignity of fingers and their brazenness.

Five tiny suns | fall asleep.
Above - the fingers, finger-stars,
Honeysuckle, bitter and so sunny
Penetrates from fingers into me.
Ivan Drach (1936- )

Translated by Martha Bohachevsky-Chomiak
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46. Yomy 5 nrobnto Tebe?

Tw nuTaew,
Yomy g nobnto Tede?

...a KO TV MeHe LinyeL,

To cniBatoTb CKPUMNKMA ...

A 4y € LWOoCh HiXHiLle Ha CBITI
Big ckpunkn?

Tu nuTaeww
Yomy s nobnto Tebe?

...& KON TW TOBOPULL:

«PomMUto ...»

A npuragyto Mamy

A UM € XTOCb BAMKYMIA Ha CBITI
Big mammn?

Tv nuTaew
Yomy s nobnto Tede?

...a y Tebe Bonoccsa -
Haue nosne nweHunyHe ...
A 4y € LWOoCb Ha CBITI
CaarTiwe Bif xniéa?

Twn nuTaew
Yomy a nobnto Tede?

...a'y Tebe oui -

Haue xsuni JHiNpOBI....

A 4 € WOoCh Ha CBITi ANs MeHe
PigHiwwe 3a YkpaiHy?

Tv nuTaew
Yomy s ntobnto Tebe? ...

PomaH Kyanuk (1941-)
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46. Why Do | Love You?

You ask me
Why do | love you?

...Well, when you kiss me

Violins are playing ...

And is there anything more delicate in the whole world
Than violins?

You ask me
Why do | love you?

...Well, when you say:

"Dearest Roman ..."

| remember my Mother ...

And is there anyone closer to you in the whole world
Than Mother?

You ask me
Why do I love you?

...Well, your hair

Is like a wheat field ...

And is there something in the whole world
That is more holy than bread?

You ask me
Why do | love you?

...Well, your eyes
Are like the waves of the Dnipro River ...
And is there something, in the whole world,
That is more mine than Ukraine?

You ask me
Why do | love you?

Roman Kudlyk (1941- )

Translated by Hélene Turkewicz-Sanko






Ukrainian Love Quotations Proverbs & Sayings
translated by

Hélene Turkewicz-Sanko
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Jlro6oB!

Tio6os! TM’°aTb niTep! M’ATb MaNiCiHBKMX YapiBHUX NiTep, WO
ranTytTb CBITANIA KUUM, Ha AKOMY KBIiTe Kpaca i LwacTs.

M°aTb niTep - K N’ATb XXMBOTBOPUMX Kpanenb BOAW, AK N’ATb
BiYHO CBKMX TPOSHS, L0 MPUKPALLYIOTh XUTTA. T[1°ATb CBATUX
3HauKiB, WO NOEAHYIOTb Nt0AeN B 6y0BI BEIMKOrO XpaMmy - XUTTA.

J1060B - Lie Yapy, Le XMifb, Le LWAAXETHWUA enikeup XnTTA, LWo
NKY€E Bif, yCIX Heayr, Le MilHe BUHO Bif Yacis Afama i €y,
LL|0 CONOAKMM HEKTapOM KWMWUTb Ha cepLi 1 NOESHYE LacnMBUX...

NN-10-6-0-B! CKinbku pagocTy i WacTs NPUHOCUTL BOHA 06paHLAM,
CKiNlbK1 BO/ICHOTO ropst Ta FipKOro CMYTKY 3aB/a€ HELLACHNM,
3iAXaHb Ta YOPHOT TYru MepeTon/toe B FOPHI IHOACHLKOT AyLLi.

3ocum [JoHUyK

MepLue KOXaHHA - KpULITaNeBuUii nanaw,
[pyre KoxaHHS - MapMypOBUiA 3aMOK.
TpeTe KOXaHHs - rpaHiTHa (opTeL.
OCTaHHE KOXaHHs - CyBeHip, 3po6neHuii
i3 CTapOXMTHOCTe/ MONOAOCTI.

OnekcaHgep bpuruHeub

Tak Nasko BMitOTb LinyBaTu

Jlvw Ti, WO nepLinin pas WinywTb.

B TpeMTiHHi cniB TBOIX KpunaTux;

£ 6apBiHKOBY LMPICTb YyHO.

borgaH Irop AHToHMY (1909-1937)
Makcimn

J1t060B - Lie cTapa i BiYHa iCTOPis MONOANX.
J11060B - Lie KponuBa - neye 3 KOXHOro O0oKy.
JT060B - Lie NOEAHAHHS NMOYYTTS FO/0BU i cepus.
JT10608B - Le Nornsag Mpiinnemux oyeil.
J1t060B - Ue 6isb roN0BM I CTpafaHHA cepus.
Bacwnb IBaHuyk (1927- )

KoxaHa, nocagy Kpait goporu 6epesy,
106 No cmepTi 6yNI0 B YOMY POCTH...

Mwukona Kopcrok
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Amour ... Love!

Amour! Five letters! Five little charming letters that create
a bright tapestry on which bloom beauty and happiness.

Five little letters like five little drops of water that create life,
like five everlasting fresh roses which embellish life.

Five blessed little signs which unite people in the building

of the great temple of life.

Amour - is like charms, like the hops plant, like the noble elixir

of life which cures of all griefs; it is the strong wine from the time
of Adam and Eve which ferments in sweet nectar in the heart and
unites the lucky ones...

A-M-0O-U-R! How much joy and happiness it brings to the few
select ones, how much painful and bitter sorrow for the unlucky
ones, how many sighs and how much dark melancholy melts in the
forge of a human soul.

Zoshym Donchuk

First love - Crystal Palace.

Second love - Marble Castle.

Third love - Granite Fortress.

Last love - Memory made of ancient youth.

Oleksander Bryhynets’

Only those who kiss for the first time,
know how to kiss with passion.

In the flutter of your soft words,

I hear the periwinkle’s honesty.
Bohdan Ihor Antonych (1909-1937)
Maxims

Love - everlasting story of youth.
Love - nettles - itch all over.

Love - reasons of the heart.

Love - glances of dreamers’ eyes.
Love - a bit of a headache, a dose of heartache.
Vasyl’ Ivanchuk (1927- )

Darling, plant a birch tree by the road,
So when | die | have a place to grow...

Mykola Korciuk
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JTFOBOB AHITIPAHKN

[aBHO-aBHO KOMMCb YB OAHOMY i3 HalLIMX HAAAHINPAHCbKNX
cin, »una gisunHa no imeHi Mapwuiika. byna BoHa gyxe
BPO//IMBOIO: 3 YOPHUMW BpoBamu, 6invM IMYKOM [OBrOK0 KOCOHO.
bararto xnionuiB coxnm no Hiin, ane KpacyHi 6yno baingyxe.

Akock miwna Mapiika go [Hinpa, cina B 6aTbKiB Y0BeH Ta 1
nonauena Ha Xoptuyto. epennuena, 3iiiwna Ha 6eper i
rovana peaTy KBiTW Ha BIHOK. AX panToMm, Bigvyna Wo Ha
Hel XToCb AMBWTLCA. [MiABena BOHa ronoBy - KOMW Hemoganik
CTOITb MOMOAMIA pubanka, Ta TakKUA rapHuii. 3ycTpinnch
MonogsTa ouMMa - i HaBiky NONKOGUANCH.

Mapilika cTosna, BUNYCTUBLLK KBITK i3 pyK, i>kgana. Moxe,
XO4 CNOBO CKaKe YapiBHWUIA He3HalioMeLb...ANe BiH MOBYaB.

A 1o fKilicb XBWAI MIAIAWOB A0 HEl, HarHyBCs, Nigass
ynyLLeHi KBIiTK i, NOCMIiXalounch, Bifaas iX AiBUMHI. | HIXXHO-
HIDKHO MOAVBMBCA Ha Hei, ane 3HOBY NMpomoByaB. OTaK BOHM
TOro pasy i posiiiLamncs, He ckasaBXu OfHe OfHOMY Hi CnoBa.

| ctana Mapilika nicns Tiel 3ycTpivi YacTeHbKO HaBifyBaTUCh
Ha ocTpiB, W06 NobaunTn AMBHOIO pnbanky. Ane BiH YOMYCb
GinbLUe He NigxXoaunB A0 Hel 6nM3bKO, a SKLWO i Nigxoans
3pifKa, TO BCe MOBYaB i HIIKOBO OMyCKaB O4i 4OA0NY.

3poraganacsa 6igHa giBunHa Wo T KoXaHuiA Himuia!

Lo i pobuTn? Ak gonomort no6omy? Ak 3pobuTH Tak,
06 Ai3HaTMCA, XTO i 3BifKM BiH, LLO X04e i ckazaTn?
Jnxo, Ta ¥ rogi!

A ogHoro pasy Mapilika, namMByYM Ha XOPTULIO A0 CBOrO
MWA0ro, 3agymanacs, 3acymyBasa i He noMiTuna LWo 6ucTpuHa
Hece 1 YoBHa Ha ckeni. OTAMUNacs TiflbKN TOA4 I, KON YOBEH
yAapuao 06 rocTpuii KamiHb i BiH mo4aB TOHYTU. | TyT ae He
B35IBCA HIMWIA pubanka, Nignave [0 AiBUYMHKM, YXONuB i i BUHIC,
HenpuMTOMHyY, Ha Geper. A fK ONpuUTOM/INA BOHa, po3nroLwmna
04i, To Nobaunna 6ins cebe cBOro pATIBHMKA i NOCMiXHYacs.
BiH ke Tak 3pagiB L0 rosloCHO-rOM0CHO CKPUKHYB i 3acniBas
nicHio Npo KoxaHHa! Mponana oro HimoTa! 3gaBanocs, LWo i
CKeni XopTuLbKI criBatoThb Bif pagocTi! OTOX Hefapom ntoau
KaXXyTb:"LLO Bif M0GS4Oro oKa i KamiHb 0XKUBAE i CKeni
MO>KYTb 3acnisaTui”

NereHamn Ta nepekasn HWKHOT HagaHINPAHWMHN



*117 *
LOVE OF A MAIDEN FROM THE DNIPRO RIVER

Long ago, in one of our villages of the Dnipro River banks,
lived a maiden named Marijka. She was indeed very beautiful:
dark eyebrows, milky white skin and long hair. Many young
men were in love with her, but she did not care for any of them.
One day Marijka went to the Dnipro River, sat in her father’s
barque and headed for Khortytsia. She reached the island,
landed the boat and went to pick some flowers for a head-crown.
Suddenly she felt that someone was watching her. She raised
her head - a handsome E/pung man was standing there. Their
eyes met - and theyfell in loveforever!

Marijka dropped her flowers and stood there, waiting. Maybe
he will say something this enchanting young stranger... but he
remained silent. After a while he came closer to her, stooped

to pick up the flowers she had dropped, and smiling, gave them
to the maiden. There was so much tenderness and love expressed
in the way that he looked at her, but he remained silent. They
parted without a word.

After this first encounter, Marijka went very often to the island,
to see this intriguing young man again. But, for some reason,
he almost never came closer to her, and if he sometimes did
come closer, which was seldom, he would always remain silent,
awkwardly lowering his eyes.

Finally the poor maiden guessed that her lover was mute! What
was she to do? How could she help him? How could she find out
who he was, where he came from and what he wanted to say?
She felt miserable!

Until one day, when Marijka was heading to Khortytsia to see
her lover and was all wrapped up in her thoughts and her sad-
ness, she did not notice that the current was carrying her barque
straight to the cliffs. She realized the situation only when

the barque hit the sharp rocks and began to sink. It was then
that the mute young man appeared from nowhere, swimming to
her, catching her and bringing her, unconscious, to safety on
shore. When she opened her eyes, and saw her savior, she
smiled at him. He, in turn, suddenly uttered a loud, loud
scream, and began to sing a song about love! his muteness
disappeared! It seemed that the cliffs of Khortytsia

themselves were singing with joy! And it is not without

reason that people say that: "because ofa loving eye,

even a stone may come to life and cliffs are able to sing!"

Legends and Folk Tales From the Lower Dnipro River Region
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Mepes IBaHOM Kynanom...

MMi3Him Beyopom nepef IBaHoM Kynanom nnasatoTh giByara no
BOAji YOBHOM a60, KON 60ATLCS, W06 PyCaKm iX He 3amaHnn
3-Mig BOAW Ha 4HO A0 cebe, B pycasiky He 06epHy/u, MPOXoa-
XKYIOTbCA MOHAZ Geperom i cniBatoTb PisHi TYX/MBI NOGOBHI,
rapHi i npumaHuwBi nicHi. [iByaTta Ha Toii Beyip NPUCTPOEHI
MULLIHO, MaloTb Ha ro/IoBi rapHi BiHKY i, CMiBaloyM OTaK B
YOBHaxX Mo BOAi abo Ha 6eperom,KnaatoTb iX 3 FONOBU Ha BOAY.
KuHyBLUW BiHKW B BOAY, XAYTb, CNIBaKOUM, i pO33MPYHOTLCS,
KyZu [OHece BOAa BIHOK abo BMKMHE Ha Geper, SKL0 KoMy
cympkeHo. Yacom MobnaTb pycankn poscTpintoBaTi Mif BOAOK
CBaBi/IbHOK PYKOHO BiHKM - Ce 3HaK, LU0 AiBYaTa HeBipHOI

Bfaui i MIOro He BAepXatb. |HOAI 3HOB MyLUeHWiA Ha Bogy
BIHOK TOHE - Ce 3HaK, L0 abo BOHa, abo MUINIA 40 POKY
3rnHe, abo 060€ po3iifyTbes. Yacamu 3a[epXyeTbCA BIHOK

3 TOi CTOPOHW PiYKM, 3BIAKM CykeHni npubyde. A Bce
NPUKNNKYBaHWIA, 3aMaHeHWiA pycankamm, iX ML i cunoto,
BCe 3 BAAYHOCTI, WO B Bevip IBaHa Kynana fiBouTso ix
3raflye, NPUCTPOIETLCS B iX YECTb MULLIHO | OXKUBASE TX,

[0 BOAM 3aKNATUX, MONOAEYUMUN MPUMAHUMBMMY CMiBaMW,

3a L0 BOHM 3aliMatoTbCA iX JOME0, Po3KpuBaroun ii nepes,
[iBOYOIO AYLIEKD PI3HUMW MOAISAMU, 3PO3YMIVMUN INLL
AiByatam, abo YyAHMMU CHaMK, L0 BKa3ytOTb Ha ByAy4HICTb.

Onbra KobunsHcbka (1863-1942)
LigiT nanopoTy Ha VsaHa Kynana

B Ty Hiy, Ha MBaHa Kynana, i CTexKeuky 3Haiigy. A 3Hato - ue
Tam, 6ip i yapcTeo nanopoTi. Ceil UBIT - BiH TaMm, Ha 6e3-
Gepexoki. Konucb, gaBHO, CTOSAB y 6Opi Xpam, Nananu it BOrHi.
LBinn Ti nanopoTi TaeMHi. CbOrofHi TUWWHa, a rmb Taka i
YopHa, | HiMa. B Ty HiY i BiAryky Hemae, i3 COHSYHOrO0 Xapy
0X0/1010 Hebo, | pocn HeMa. {1 Yyto Xap BOTHIB, TUX, WO
NPeAKn y xpami 6epernn. OniBHOYI BBINTU Tam MyLUY:
CMiNMBUM 60V BiAKPMBalOTbL TaliHy. B TaemHe none nanopori
BXOPKY, KPi3b 3BOI AMMY 6ayy LBIT - reH Tam, Ha 6e36epexxi.

BoiikiBcbka JlereHaa

BaxxaHHA

Anle 4acoMm A XoTiNa 6 Topkatuca Tebe Tak,
AK Kynb6abuHe cim’a 3emnto. baxana 6,

LLlo6 Tv AMBMBCA 3i MHOIO B NarifHi odi capH...

Bipa Bosk (1926 - )
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Girls Before Ivan Kupala...[John the Baptist’s Feast Day]

Late in the evening before the Feast of Ivan Kupala, a barque
filled with young maidens drifts on the river waters, or when
they fear that the spirits-of-the-waters may pull them to the
bottom of the river and change them into nymphs, they walk
on the banks of the river singing various beautiful and enticing
melancholic love songs. On that evening the girls come
beautifully dressed with crowns made of flowers on their heads,
and as they sing either on the waters or on the banks, they take
their crowns off and throw them into the waters. Having done
that they wait, still singing, and watch where the waters will
carry each crown, either down the river or reject it on the bank
of the river, according to each one’s destiny. Sometimes the
spirits-of-the-waters swiftly pull the crown under water, it is a
sign that the girls are unfaithful and that they will not be able
to keep the ones they love. Sometimes the drifting crown drowns,
it is the sign that either the girl or her beloved will die within

a year or that they will part. Sometimes the crown stops on the
side of the river from where the destined beloved will appear.
But it is always because he is called and lured by the nymphs,
by their power and strength, and because in the evening of the
Feast of lvan Kupala, the girls remember them and in their
honor dress up beautifully and, through their singing, they who
are bound to the waters, are allowed to come alive; in return
the nymphs take care of their destiny, unfolding it in front of
their womanly souls through various signs that only the girls can
understand, or fantastic dreams, they can foresee their future.

Or’ha Kobylians’ka (1863-1942)

Looking for the Bloom of Ferns on Ivan Kupala
[Night —June 24th]- Legend from the Boiko Region

During Ivan Kupala’s Night, | will find the footpath. | know

- it is there, the kingdom of the ferns. This flower - is there

in the infinite. A long time ago, there was a temple in the forest,
and fires were burning. And the secret ferns were blooming.
Today, all is silent, and the depth is pitch dark and numb.
During that night there is no echo, the skies cooled off from the
firy sun, and there is no dew. At midnight,l shall go there.

I must, I must enter there: to the ones who dare, the gods entrust
their mysteries. | enter the secret field of ferns, and through the
mist, | see the flower - far, far away in the infinite.

Wishing

But sometimes | wish | could brush against you

Like the blowball touches the ground. | wish that

You and I could look together into the does’ gentle eyes...

Vira Vovk (1937 - )
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MPUKA3KW | MPNMNOBIAKA

. KoxaHHs HeHaye gobpwii KiHb, Hece YOMoBiKa.

. YKanb Baru He mae,

KOro pa3s cepLie nonobmTb, 3 TUM | NOMUPaE.

. Jlo60B He MOXHa Hi KynuTW, Hi npogatu.

. Ctapa nto60B He pxaBi€.

. OZMH NouinyHOK roBopuTb Ginblue, AK Lina KHUKKa.
. Abun 6yTn baratum, Tpeba 6yTU XKOHATUM.

. baba 6e3 gifa, sk 6opuy 6e3 xniba.

. baraTa giBka, pobuTb Bif Cyb0TU JO MOHELifNKa.

. Barata monoga ifie CKopo 10 LIEPKBU.

. Mama € mMamoto Ljine XuUTTs,
a 6aTbko € 6aTbKOM MOKW APYTUiA pa3 He OXXEHUTLCS.

AK oui He 6ayyTb, TO Vi CepLe He nnave.
Biga 3 6igoto, a 6e3 6igu Lie ripue.

biga y Koro iHka 6niga,
a 'y KOro pym’aHa, TO KaXKyTb LLLO M AHa.

3aKoxaHi 3aBXAuW 3HainfyTb Micue Ans 3ycTpiui.
lipwa no6oB Bif 60110, K He [AaE CMOKOH.
XTO X0Ba€ CBOI 61yau, NiNWKUM HIKOAW He Gyge.
FAK € 6opLy i kanycTa, TO XaTa He nycTa.
Bepba 1 fiBunHa npuiimeTbeca Oyab-fe.
Becinnsa roguHa, a 6ign jo cmepTu.
Komy Becinng, a Kypui cMepTb.
.1 yopT He Burpas 3 6aboto.

.Monogawnii Kono Monofoi, SiK conoma 6ins BOTHHO.
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PROVERBS and SAYINGS

. Love is like a good horse: it carries the man.

. Sorrow is weightless;

you carry your first love to your grave.

. Love can neither be bought nor sold.

. Ancient love does not rust.

. A kiss tells more than a whole book.

. Wealth begins with a wife.

. A woman without her mate is like borshch without bread.
. A rich maiden only works on week-ends.

. Arich girl; an early church wedding.

. A mother is always a mother;
a father, after his second wedding.

If the eyes do not see, the heart does not cry.
It’s bad to have a bad mate, but it is worse without one.

Pale wife, great concern;
rosy cheeks, people say: "she drinks!"

Lovers always find a place to meet.

Love is worse than a sickness when it gives no peace.
Whoever hides mistakes will never improve.

With borshch and cabbage, the house will not be deserted.
The willow tree and the maiden will take roots anywhere.
One hour of bliss at the wedding, misery until death.

Here a wedding; for the chicken, it is a sacrificial death.
A woman can outsmart anyone, even the devil.

. A groom next to his bride is like fire next to the straw.
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23. [lain ceputo BOIO - 3aBefje B HEBOSHO.
24. [icTaB rap6ysa.
25. 10 [o6pOoT KpUHULi, CTeXKa yTonTaHa.

26. [liBunHa SIK MannHa,
He onage.

27. Tony6 rykae, K napu LWYyKae.
28. Mobnatbes, K rony6is napa.

29. Yonosik y fOMi - ronosa,
a XiHKa - gyua.

30. XT0 ropifnky n’e, TOM XiHKy 6’€.
31. KoxaHHs TepniTh He MOXEe.

32. F'ocnoguHs Tpy KyTKU B XaTi AePXUTb,
a rocrnogap 1L OfAunH.

33. XT0 KoXa€, BCe MpOoLLaE.
34. 3 KOHeM He rpaii, a XiHui 3 KpoKy He ycTynai.

35. ['powwi, Monoga KpacHa XiHka i 6UCTpi KOHi,
TO CMepTh.

36. fka rpyLuka, Taka i toLka.
37. Xou i ryguTb, ane noomThb.
38. XBann AeHb Y Beyepi, a XiHKY 3paHKy.

39. CuH - nonaTai xarta,
a [louka - 06epm xata.

40. [iBumHa, K KainHa.

41. [iBuMHY i WKNO NErko 3incyBaTtu, Ta TSHXXKKO HanpaBUTW.
42. 3apyyeHa fiBUMHa ABa pasn Kpalla.

43. He moprain ounma, SiK He TBOS AiBYMHA.

44. OfuH AiBOYMIA BONOC NOTArHE BiNbLue,
K napa BOniB.
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Give love free rein, it will lead you into slavery.
He came for a wife and returned with a pumpkin.
To a good well, a well beaten footpath.

The maiden is like the raspberry;
slow to ripen and holding on to its twig.

The pigeon cooes when looking for a mate.
They love each other like a pair of pigeons.

A man is the head of the household,
but his wife is its soul.

Whoever drinks becomes a wife-beater.
Love is impatient.

A good homemaker holds three comers of a house,
and her mate only one.

Who loves well is ready to forgive.
Play neither with horse nor wife if you wish not to be kicked.

Money, the beauty of a young maiden, and swift horses,
all lead to death.

The juice can only be as good as the fruit.
She only speaks ill of him so that she can keep him to herself.
Praise the day in the evening and your wife in the morning.

A daughter’s dowry empties her parents’ house,
and fills-up that of her in-laws.

A young maiden is as beautiful as a guelder-rose.

A young maiden and glass, once damaged, cannot be repaired.
A betrothed maiden looks twice as beautiful.

Do not wink at another’s sweatheart.

The beauty of a maiden’s hair
is stronger than someone else’s dowry.
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45. [lo cepua fopory nuvLle cepLe 3Hae.

46. He aMBUCH 3 YMM XXEHULLICA,
ane 3 KAM.

47. XT0 XEeHUTbCA 3 Kpacoto, Toli 6yae XuUtu 3 6ifgoto.
48. Bor coTBOPUB CBIT i BigNOumB;
Bor coTBOPMB 40/I0BIKA | 3HOB BiAMOUMB;
Bor coTBOpMB XiHKY )
i Bifl TOAi Y>Ke HIXTO He BifmouvBas.

49. [Bi npnpoawn B XiHouili ypoai,
o4Ha NobuTb, a gpyra ryouts.

50. Anm, fowy, MOpo3 i cBap/MBa XiHka,
TO Haiibifblue HewacTs B XaTi.

51. [lobpa xiHKa i 300pOB’a, TO HalbiNbLINIA CKapo.
52. XKiHKa 6yfe i TOpTypu 3HOCKTK, abu cebe NPUKpacuTn.

53. )KiHKa 6iflblue BUKMHE JIOXKKOLO,
AK YO/IOBIK MPUHECe /10NaToko.

54. )KiHKa nobuTb APYrYy XIHKY N Yy A3epKani.

55. )XiHKa MOB no3a, Kyau Tpeba,
TYAW THETbCS.

56. XKiHoua fymKa i BiTep 4acTo 3MIiHATLCS.
57. XiHoua cuna B A3ui.

58. XKiHoui cnbo3un, Le i pemecno.

59. XKiHui iLe MoBYaHKa HIKOMM He NOWKoAWNa.
60. 3asapicHa XiHKa Ljiny xaTy Aep>XWUTb Y BOTHi.
61. Big nmMxoi XiHKM 601MTb NediHka.

62. OAMH XiHOUMIA Naselb NOTArHe GinbLue,
K fipem BOJiB.

63. CBITOM pAgMTb 30/10T0 | XiHKa.

64. Yacamu BapT i B XiHKM pO3yMy Mo3nyaTtu.
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The road to a heart is only known by another heart.

Do not consider what you get by marrying her,
but consider whom you marry.

Whoever marries only for beauty will live in misery.
God created the world and rested;
God created man and rested;
God created the woman,
and ever since no one has ever rested.

A woman’s beauty can bring a man one of two things:
honor or shame.

Smoke, rain, frost and a nagging wife:
greatest misfortunes in a home.

A good wife and good health are two most precious assets.
A woman will bear the worst tortures to be beautiful.

A woman wastes more with a spoon,
than her husband can bring with a shovel.

A woman loves only the other she sees in her mirror.

A woman is a reed:
she bends in the direction she needs to bend.

A woman’s mind and the wind often change direction.
A woman’s power is in her speech.

A woman’s greatest craft is in her tears.

Silence never hurt a woman yet.

A jealous woman keeps the whole house on fire.
Nagging wife - bad liver.

A woman’s finger will have more pull
than a pair of oxen.

Gold and women rule the world.

Sometimes it is good to think like a woman.
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AKOW Y0NO0BIK Mir 06iliTUCS 6€3 XKiHKMK,
To Bor 6yB 61 He coTBOpMB EBW.

3/e Tam i MX0, fle KypKa KpUumnTh, a NiBeHb TUXO.

[Je ugiT, Tam mig.

baona neTnTb Ha 06U LBIT.

[apHa fiBKa, K MaKiBKa; [iBOYMiA BiK - IK MaKiB LBIT.

Ko)KeH UBIT Mae CBiii 3anax.

Ha uyXuii KopoBaii oueil He 3puBaid.

XTO0 BipHO KOXa€ - TO 4acTo BiTae.

Kpaca ape Hoca.

Kpacu He KpatoTb Ha Tapeni.

Kpacoto He MOXHa >XUTu.

o6y ryéu sK conogki, nobwm i ripki.
Jobuw - To ntobu, a pyku npu cobi gepxxu.
XTO cepuem no6uTb, TOI CIOBOM roNyouTh.
FAK cepuem He NIo6ULL, TO C/I0BOM He 34ypuLL.
| rapaya no60B CTUTHE.

Jo6oBi i cBiTNA He CXOBaTU.

JT1o60B He 3Ma€ 3aKOHY.

[le KpacHa Monoguus, TaM scHa CBITMUA.

3a B06POro MyxXa, XoHa AK poxa,
a 3a mxoro gpaba, 3a pik, 3a gBa, 6aba.

XKiHKa 40noBiKOBI Nogpyra, a He nocayra.
KoxaHHS$1 BCi MOBW pPO3yMi€.
Teriue oXeHUTUCA, SIK POKEHUTUCS.

Kyaw cepue nexuTb, TyAn i 0Ko 6iXKnTb.
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If a man could survive without a woman,
God would not have created Eve.
It’s bad news when you hear the hen and not the rooster.
Any flower is potential honey.
Beautiful flowers attract bees.
The beauty of a maiden lasts as long as the poppy blooms.
Every flower has its fame.
Do not stare at some one else’s new bride.
Whoever loves truly, comes calling often.
Beauty breeds arrogance.
Beauty is not food you can cut on a plate.
Beauty alone does not feed a man.
For better or worse.
If you love - love, but keep your hands to yourself.
He who loves with his heart finds the words to say it.
If the heart is not in it, the words will fool no one.
Even the most passionate love cools off.
You cannot hide light or love.
Love knows no law.
A beautiful bride brightens the home.

A good husband - the wife blooms like a rose.
A bad one - she ages within a year or two.

A wife is a husband’s companion, not his maid.
Love understands all languages.
It is easier to get married than to divorce.

The eye runs to what is dear to the heart.
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